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O ſing unto the Lon b a nem ſong ;; 
Sing -unto the Lon p all the earth. 
Sing unto the Lon o, bleſs his Name; 
Shew forth his ſalvation from day to day. 
P$8ALM xcvi. 1, 2. 
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IHERE can be no doubt but that Pſalms 
and Hymns and Spiritual Songs con- 
ſtitute a part of divine worſhip; and where 
there is a real love between miniſter and 
people, founded upon the mutual faith of both, 
thoſe Hymns perhaps are moſt likely to ſer ve 
the purpoſes of edification, which are ſelected 
by the one for the uſe of the other: becauſe 
in ſuch conneCtions, ** as in water face is 10 
face, ſa is the heart of man to man, Prov, xxvii. 
19. The preacher ſuits the hearer—their 
experience, their views, their habits are ſimi- 
lar, and often the ſame. Under theſe impreſ- 
fions I have followed the examples of ſome 
moſt eminent ſervants of Gop, in ſelecting 
theſe divine ſongs for the uſe of a people 
whom the great Head of the Churchis pleaſed 
to entruſt to my care, I have ſtudiouſſy 
avoided every thing which appeared 'to me 
wild, fanciful, or trifling, either in ſentiment 
or expreſſion, and aimed fimply at the ſup- 


Port 


11 


* iv ] 


port ad increaſe of ſober, ſerious, ſcriptural 
 godlineſs, ſuch as glows in the heart, ſhines 
in the life, and animates the whole inner and 
outer man ; ſuch as the Apoſtle ſeems to re- 
commend, when he ſays, ** Let the word of 
CHRIST dwell in you richly in all wiſdom, 
teaching and admoniſhing one another in pſalms, 
hymns, and ſpiritual ſongs, ſinging with grace 
in your hearts unto the Loxp.” Col. iii. 16. 
Encouraged by theſe words of the HoLy 
GrosT, and many others to the ſame im- 
port, I put theſe Pſalms and Hymns into the 
hands of a people whom I love in the Lox p, 
for whom I am ready to ſpend and be ſpent, 
with whom it 7s in my heart to live and die, 
and to be eternally connected, when time and 
death ſhall be no more. May the Loxp, 
- -whoſe praiſes they contain, give them his 
ſanction, and make them effeQtual to pro- 
"mote the glory of his great Name, and the 
good of his redeemed people. 
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INDEX TO HYMNS. 


The initial Letters L. M. &c. and the Figures 6, 7, 
&c. ſhew the meaſure of each Hymn. 


L. M. Long Meaſure. 
C. M. Common Meaſure. 
S. M. Short Meaſure. 


Az 
| Hymns 
H, lovely appearance of death L. M. gg 
And does my Maker condeſcend L. M. 81 


And is it yet, great Lox , a doubt L. M. 5 
And will the Lox sp thus condeſcend C. M. 4 


Ariſe, my foul, my joyful pow'rs C. M. 35 

Attend while Gop's eternal Sow C.M. 74 

Awake and ſing the ſong S. M. 72 

A debtor to mercy alone L. M. 135 

All ye that paſs by, to Is us draw nigh 10, 11. 139 
Away my unbelieving fear L. M. 114 

B. 

Before IE OVARH's awful throne L. M. 86 

Bleſt be the Far REAR and his love L. M. 85 

Brethren, let us join to bleſs 7. 97 


© Bright King of Glory, dreadful Gop L. M. 4 


82 


376 Th . . 1 5 Hym ; 
"Bring to the Lox » your nobleſt lays L. M. 50 
Nd in. ſhadows of the night L.. M. 


/ GO Beloved Saviouk, faithful Friend L. M. 13 


9 

7 

By me, O my Savioux, ſtand 7, 6. 146 
Is 


Cansr, from whom all bleſſings flow 7. 98 
CarIsT the Log is ris'n to day. 3 106 


day. 7. 
Come, all harmonious tongues 8. M 56 
Come, let us join our chearful ſongs C. M. 41 
Come, let us all unite to praiſe C. M. 93 
Come, HoLy GrosT, &c. Whitſunday. L. M. 111 
Come, HoLy S III, _— Dove C.M. 65 
Come, thou almighty KING 6,4. 8 
Come, thou Fount of ev'ry bleſſing 8, 7. 23 
Come, thou long, &c. Chr:iftmas-day. 8, 7. 102 
Come, ye that love the LoxpÞ S. M. 71 
D. E 

Dead be my heart to all below L. M. 37 
F. | | 

Faith 1s the brighteſt evidence C. M. 47 
FaTHER, how wide thy glory ſhines C.M. 20 
FarHER of Mercies, in thy word C. M. 7 
FaTHER, Son, and HoLy GrosT 7. 100 


Flow faft, my tears, the cauſe is great L.M. 138 
From heav'n the loud, th' angelic ſong began 140 


G. 
Give me the wings of faith to riſe C. M. 62 
Glory and honor be to Thee L. M. 79 
God moves in a myſterious way C. M. 11 


 Gop of my falyation hear 7, 6, - 
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| | Hyman. 
Hail, holy, holy, holy Loxv C. M. - 
Hail the day that ſees Him riſe. Aſcenſſon- 108 


day. 7. | 
. Hail, Thou once deſpiſed IEsus 8, 7. 92 
Happy the heart where graces reign C. M. 22 
Fark, from the ſhades.of night beneath C. M. 57 
Hark, how the hoſts of heaven cry L. M. 56 
Hark, the herald angels fing. Cbriſtmas- * 
day. 7. | 
He comes, He comes, the Judge ſevere L. M. 77 
He dies, the Friend of ſinners dies L. M, 9 


How beauteous are their feet S. M. 2 
How can we adore 5. | 89 
How empty was our former boaſt C. M. 31 
How heavy is the night 8. M: 8 
How oft have fin and Satan ftrove L. M. 40 
How ſad our ſtate by nature is C. M. 19 


Hail, ſov*reign Love! that firſt began L. M. 128 
Hither, ye „ye ſick, ye blind L. M. 144 
How bleſt thy creature is, O Gov C. M. 126 


J. 


ü Hovan-Jzsus! glorious Name C. M. 
IJssu, lover of my foul 7, Et, 2 
Ess, our Prophet, Prieſt, and King C. M. I 


Es u, thy blood and righteouſneſs L. M. 96 
ws y_ hang upon thy word. Whit/unday. | 110 


In this world of fin and forrow 8,7. 
Laſk'd the Lox n that I might grow L. M. 125 


Es us, and ſhall it ever be L. M. 148 
£8U, at thy command 6, 8. 131 
_ Jesv, let thy pitying eye 7, 6 -- "243 


1 3 


: Hymn. 
Is u, my Saviour, in thy face L. M, 130 
Es us, ſhew us thy falvation 8, 7. 113 
n dreary waſtes, where horror dwells L. M. 141 
In'ev*ry trouble ſharp and ſtrong C. M. 143 


i Ae not grow C. M. 119 
there a thing that moves and breaks C. M. 145 
f L. 
Laden with guilt, and full of fears C. M. 59 
* 2 heads, &c. Chriftmas-day. ; 103 
» Us 5. 
Lo! He comes, with clouds deſcending 8, 7. 76 
Lox» and Gov of heav'nly pow'rs 7. 68 
Lox», give me richly to enjoy L. M. 49 
Lox», how my ſterious are thy ways L. M. 10 


Loa p of the Sabbath, Thee we praiſe C. M. 82 
Lon p, we conſeſs our num'rous faults C. M. 10 
Loxp, what a country waſte and wild C. M. 1 

Love divine, all love excelling 8, 7. 21 
Light of thoſe whoſe dreary dwelling 8, 13 112 
Lok bp, my ſoul with pleaſure ſprings 7, 6. 127 


N. 
No more, my Gop, I boaſt no more L. M. 43 
Not all the blood of beaſts S. M. 90 
Now begin the heav'nly theme 7. 1 
Now to the pow'r of Gop ſupreme L. M. 4 
O. 
O come, thou wounded Lamps of Gov L. M. 3 
O God, how endleſs is thy love L. M. 99 
O for a heart and mouth to praiſe L. M. 51 
O happy ſaints, who dwell in light L. M. 75 
O happy ſouls, that live on high C. M. 3 
O Sun of Righteouſneſs ariſe C. M. 2 


Ci} 
H 


O Thou in whom the Gentiles truſt L. M. 91 
Of Him who did ſalvation bring L. M. 27 
Our Loa p is riſen, &c. Aſcenſiou-duy. L. M. oy 
Our Shepherd alone 5. 87 
Oh! for a cloſer walk with Goos C. M. 11 

O ]zsv, our Lox v, thy Name be ador d 10, 11. 13 

O Lox p, my beſt deſire fulfil C. M. 147 


P. 


Plung'd in x gulph of dark deſpair C. M. 25 
Praiſe the 1 who reigns above 7, 6. 133 


| R. 
Raiſe y your triumphant ſongs S. M. 26 
Rejoice evermore 5. 67 
Rejoice, the Lok » is King 6, 8. 13 
Riſe, my out, and ſtretch thy wings 7:6. 84 
8. 
Salvation ! O the joyful ſound C. M. 28 
See how created nature ſtands L. M. 64 
So Gos hath lov'd a wretched world C. M. 58 
Sox of God, thy blefling grant 7. 24 
Sons of men, behold from far 7. 69 
Savioux, ſhine, and cheer my ſoul 7. 120 
See the world for youth prepares 7. 1 
Ov 8 
The great JI HOVAU reigns 8. M. 12 


The Loxp of earth and ſky. New Year. 6, 8. 88 


The riches of thy glory, Loan C. M. 48 

* 2 calls, let ev'ry ear C. M. 1 
un of Righteouſneſs appears. Zaſter- | 

doy. C. M. * J W 


Thee 


E 


Thee we adore, Eternal Name c. M. n 
There is # land of pure delight C. M. 54 
Thou dear Repeemer, dying LauB C. M. 
Thou hidden Love of Gop, whoſe height L. M. 
Thou only Sov*reign'of my heart L. M. | 5 


E, 5 = . Good-Fr . 
Een; dap atoning, &c — 105 
To Gov the only wiſe 8. M. 83 
There is a fountain fill'd with blood C. M. 121 
This Gop is the Gop we adore L. M,. 116 
Tho? troubles aiſail, and dangers affright 10,11. 118 
The book of nature open lies C. M, 122 
The Gop of Abr' am praiſe 134 
"Tis my happineſs below 7. 124 
W. | 
What equal honors ſhall we bring L. M. 42 
What ſhall the dying finner do L. M. 35" 
What tho* my frail eye-lids refuſe L. M. 3 
When all thy mercies, O my Gov C.M. 14 
When hanging on the mother's breaſt 8, 8, 6. 39 
When I furvey the wond'rous croſs L. M. 63 
When riſing 45 the bed of death C. M. " 29+ 
When with my mind devout 2 8, 8, 6. 70 
Who hath our 2 believ Good-Friday. 
8, 8, 7. '$ 104 
With joy we meditate the grace C. M. 
World, adieu, thou real cheat 7. 15 
What ſhall we render unto Thee L. M. 115 
Why does your face, ye humble ſouls C. M. 149 
Why do we mourn departing friends C. N. 150 
Ve ſervants 7008 8 06. 6³ Er 


| Ye dying fons of men 6,8. 129 


PSALMS or DAVID. 


In METRE. 


PSALM I. 


H OW bleſt is he, who ne'er conſents 
By ill advice to walk ! 

Nor ſtands in ſinners' way, nor fits 
Where men profanely talk. . 


But makes the perfect law of Gop 
His buſineſs and delight, 

Devoutly reads therein by day, 
And meditates by night. 


Like ſome fair tree, which fed by ſtreams; 
With timely fruit does bend, 
He ftill ſhall flouriſh, and ſucceſs 
All his deſigns attend. | 


Ungodly men, and their attempts, 
o laſting root ſhall find; 

Untimely, blaſted, and diſpers'd, Et. 
\ Like chaff before the wind, x 
Their guilt ſhall ſtrike the wicked dumb 

Before their Judge's face: ; 
No formal hypocrite ſhall then 

Among the ſaints have place. 


B For 


/ 


- rs 4 L MS. 


For Gop approves the juſt man's ways; 


— 0 t 
But finners, and 


Shall both in in 


tend : 


the paths they tread, 


end. 


= 23 


PSALM II. 


\ N THY did the nations join to ſlay 
— The LorD's anointed Sox? 
Why did caſt his laws away, 
And tread his goſpel down? 


The LoxD, that ſits above the lies, 


Derides their rage 


below ; 


He ſpeaks with vengeance in his eyes, 
And ftrikes their ſpirits through. 


6 I call Him my Eternal Sox, 


& And raiſe Him 


from the dead; | 


& make my holy hill his throne, 


\ 


« And wide his kingdom ſpread. | 


«© Aſk me, my Sox, and then enjoy 
66 'Theutmoſt heathen lands: 

% Thy rod of iron ſhall deſtroy 

_. £6 The rebel that withſtands. 


Be wiſe, ye rulers of the earth, 


Obey th' anointed 


LorD;_. 


Adore the King of heav'nly birth, 
And tremble at his word. 


With humble love addreſs his throne ; 
For if He frown, ye die: 


Who on his grace 


- 


are ſecure, and they alone, 


* 


PSALM 


rel Yo 


4 


P S A L M 8s. by 


PSALM III. 


M* Gop, how many are m fears ! ! 
How faſt my faes increaſe! 
Conſpiring my eternal death, 
They break my preſent peace. 


The lying tempter would perſuade, 
There's no relief in Heawn;” 

And all my ſwelling fins appear 
Too big to be forgiv'n. 


* * 2 


But Thou, my glory and m * frength, 
Shalt on the tempter trea 

Shalt ſilence all my threat ning _ 
And raiſe my drooping head. 


What though the hoſts of death and hell — 
All a0 againſt me ſtood, IF {7 4 4 
Terrors no more ſhall ſhake-my bs 1 
My refuge is my Goo, r 1 


Salvation to the Loxp belongs: wot Te 
His arm alone can faves + .; #7 a9 

Bleſſings attend thy people here, n 
And reach beyond the. gt 


I 27 46 
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PSALM Tv. 


O Gop of Grace and Righteouſneſs, 10 
Hear and attend when I complain; 
Thou haſt enlarg'd me in — — 
Bow down a gracjous ear again. 


. | B 2 Ye 
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P SAL M 8s. 


Ye ſons of men, in vain ye try 

To turn my glory into ſhame ; 

How long wi | ſcaffers love to Tye, 

And dare reproach my Sav1ouvk's Name? 


Let the unthinking many ſay, 
« Who will beſtow ſome earthly good ?” 


But, Lox, thy light and love we pray; 
Our ſouls defire this heav'nly food. 


| _ ſhall my cheerful pow'rs rejoice 


grace and favors ſo divine! | 
2” will I change my happy choice, 
For all their corn and all their wine. 


PSALM v. 


2 , hear my words, my thoughts attend, 

And let my ſuppliant cry 

To Thee, m 4 my Gop, aſcend, 
For unto + | 


hee I prays 


je hall 67 her wah oe 
And faſten all her care. 


PI1 ſeek ſalvation in Thy ht, 
From ſin, and rad.” a hell ; ; 
For darkneſs cannot ſtand with light, 
Nor evil with Thee dwell. 
teouſneſs, 


O lead me in thy righ 
And, leſt thy ri gainſay, 


Before my heaven - directed face 
Make plain thy holy way. 
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FS A L M 8. 


Let all, who truſt in Thee, rejoice, | 
And ever ſhout for joy; 


- Thy Name be their defence, their bois 


wr - 


And all their * . 


PSALM VI. 


IN anger, Loxp, rebuke me not; 
Withdraw the dreadful ſtorm; 

Nor let thy fury grow ſo hot 
Againſt a feeble worm. 


Sorrow and pain wear out my days ; 1 | 


I waſte the night with cries; | | 
Cn minutes as they paſs, 
flow morning riſe. | 


Shall I be ſtill tormented more? 
My eyes conſum'd with grief ? 


How long, my Gop, how long before 
Thine hand affords relief? 
He hears when duſt and aſhes bel; 


He pities all our groans 
He ſaves us for his merc — s ſake, 
And heals our broken bones. 


PSALM vi.” 


My hope , my GD; 
Riſe, a my helpleſs ſoul defend 


* rom thots who ſeek my blood, 2 
C B 3 


7 * 
+ £3 RE. * 


4 * 4 
\T% 38 1} 


Y truſt is ay my heav'nly Friends 60 


* * 0 - . - - 2 211 
= rt an UU—ñwö — — — — — — — e— R_ 


— ES eh axe ay ee A — . r 


Ps A L M 8. 


Left with inſuking fury he/x/,; 
My ſoul in pieces tear, A, 


As hungry lions rend the 
— deliverer's — Peg 


If T-bave done the deed unjuſt, Te 


Or Cen abus d my foe,  -. - 
Then let him tread my life to duſt, 
Antiey wine bonor Iyw. | 
Ariſe, my Gov, lift up thine hand, 1 
Their pride and pow'r controul; 


Awake to judgment, and command 
Deliv'rance to my ſoul, 


That ſo, whilſt circling crowds await 
Around thy righteous throne, 

The juſt may hear their bleſſed fate, 
The wicked meet their own. 


* + PSALM VIII. 


O Loxp our Gop, how wond'rous great 
Is thine exalted Name!  — 
The glories of thy heav'nly ſtate 
Let men and babes — 


When I behold thy works on high, 
The moon that rules the night, 
And ftars that well adorn the ſky, 
Thoſe moving worlds of light! 


Loxp, what is man, or all his race, 
Who dwells ſo far below, 


That thou ſhouldſt vifit him with grace, 


And love bis nature ſoo 


That 


PS AL M 8. 


That chine Eternal Sox ſhould bear 
To take a mortal form 

Made lower than his angels are, 
To fave a dying worm! 


»4 + + - 4a 


Him Thou haſt crown'd with mats, 
Who bow'd his guiltleſs head: ; 
To Him Thou'ſt givin a Name moſt highs — _- 758 
Moft wide his kingdom ſpread. ' 2M 


J=svs, our LoxD, how wond'rous great 
Is thy exalted Name ! - 

The glories of thy heav'nly Rate | 
* the whole —_— proclaim. 


PSAL M 8 
Wirz y whole heart PII raiſe m. ſong, 
2 hx Sos — proclaim; i 

ou, ſoy'reign e of ri 3 
re - 


PII fing thy majeſty and grace; 

My Gap prepares his throne, 
To judge the world in righteouſneſs, 
And make bis wonders known. 


Then ſhall the Lozp a refuge proye 
For all the poor _ 
To fave the people of his N 
And give the weary reſt. 


The men, that know thy Name, will truſt 2 
In thine abundant grace; 

For Thou haſt ne er forſook dba, | 
Who humbly ſought thy face. , 


i [4 
- 


; 


- 
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Sing praiſes to the righteons LoRp, 
ho dwells on Zion's hill; 

14 Who executes his threat' ning word, 

Wi And doth his grace fulfil. 
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(| HY do the men of malice ſay, 
Ii Elate with fooliſh pride, 

« The Loxp will never us repay, 
| « Nor fight on Zion's fide?” 


| 

| Aſſert thy juſt dominion, Loxp; 

| | Stretch forth thy mighty hand, 
| when the heathen felt thy ſword, 
| And periſh'd from thy land. 


Thou haſt the humble ſuppliants heard. 
Who to thy throne repair ; . 7 


They come with hearts by Thee prepar'd, | 
And Thou accept'ſt their pray'r. 


Proud tyrants ſhall no more oppreſs 
No more deſpiſe the juſt ; N 

And mighty ſinners ſhall confeſs, 1 
They are but earth and duſt. | 1 


/ 


- 
* - 
* l „ — 
F * Fg 9 
P 8 A | | ; 
{ f * 1 4 
Ss #3 > : ” F # 4 * - - . q 


N Gop my ſtedfaſt hopes rely: 
How then would ye perſuade | 
My ſoul, as tim'rous bird, to fly, 
And ſeek the mountain's ſhade? 


* 


4 


bk! 
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PSALM S. 
See, prompt to ill, th' inſidious foe 
Pr epare the poiſon d dart; 


Now couch'd in ſecret, bend the bow, 
To flay th' upright in heart. 


«© If the foundations fail,” they cry, 
„ What will the righteous o * 
The Lon is in his temple high, 


The holy Lon, and true. 


The human race his eyes behold, 
The juſt He tries in love; 

Whilſt Tales violent and bold, 
His perfect hatred prove. 


Snares, fire, and brimſtone, tempeſt. lire; 
On ſinners He ſhall rain; 

The baleful cup, replete with ire, 
They to the dregs ſhall drain. 


For, juſt himſelf, to righteouſneſs 
The LorD his love inclines; 

Delighted in his works to trace 
His image, where it ſhines, 


PSALM XII, 


ELP, Loxp, for none are godl: found, 
H And faithful men do fail ; * | 


Vain words and flattering lips abound, 
And double hearts onal 


The Lox ſhall cut off from on bun 
Tongues of deceit and pride: 
* Are not our lips our own,” they crys 


And who. is Log befde?“ -- 
| ee 


10 PSALM Ss. 


C Now,” faith the Lok p, cc now will I rife, 
46 And make oppreſſors 

% I've heard the poor and needy's fighs, | 
«© And I will ſet them free.” ; 


Thy words, like filver ſeven times try'd, 
hy words, O Lozp, are pure; 
And 4 who in thy truth confide, 50 
Shall find thy n. ſure. 


PSALM XII. 


Ha long, O Lonp, ſhall 1 complain, 
Like one > that ſeeks his Gop in vain? 
Canſt Thou thy face for ever hide, 
And I fill pray and be deny'd > 


Shall I for ever be forgot, * | 
As one whom Thou regardeſt not? 7 
Still ſhall my ſoul thine abſence mourn, 


And Rill deſpair of thy return + 


How long ſhall my poor troubled bn 
Be with theſe anxious e oppreſt? 

And Satan, my malicious foe, 
Rejoice to ſee me ſunk fo low ? 


Hear, Loxp, and grant me quick relief, 
— my death concludes my grief; 
If thou; withold'ſt thy heav'nly 1 4 2 
1 fleep in everlaſting night. 


How will the pow'rs of darkneſs boaſt, 
If but one praying foul be loſt ! 

But I have truſted i in thy grace, 
A tall again behold thy face. 2118 
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Whate'er my fears or foes ſuggeſt, 
Thou art toy oye, my joy, my Teſt; 
My heart ſhall feel thy love, and raiſe 
My cheerful voice to ſongs of praiſe. 


PSALM XIV. 


Foo in their hearts believe and ſay, 
«© That all religion's vain; Aer! 
«© There is no Gop that reigns on high, 
cc Or minds th' affairs of men.” 


From thoughts ſo dreadful and profane, 
Corrupt diſcourſe proceeds ; 0 

And in their impious hands are found 
Abominable deeds. | 


The Lord from his celeſtial throne 
Look'd down on things below, 
To find the man that fought his grace, 

Or did his juftice know. 


By nature, all are gone aſtray 
Their practice all the ſame: © 
There's none that loves his Maker's hand; 
There's none that fears his Name. 


Their tongues are us'd to ſpeak deceit; 
Their flanders never ceaſe : 

How ſwift to miſchief are their feet. 
Nor know the paths of peace. 


Such ſeeds of ſin (that bitter root) 5 
In ev'ry heart are found; | | ö 

Nor can they bear diviner fruit, * 
Till grace refine the ground. | 


PSALM 
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PSALM XV. 


ORD, in ge temple who ſhall dwell, 
And reſt in thy moſt holy hill ? F 
The man, whoſe life is purely run; | 4 
The man, whoſe word and thought are one. 4 


Whoſe guileleſs e, and hateleſs heart, 
Ne'er cauſe an injur d neighbour's ſmart ; 
Who ne'er to ſlander's tongue ſevere 

Will ſtoop with eaſy faith his ear. 


Who, Lon, from ſervile terror free, 3 
Will ſpurn at thoſe, who ſpurn at Thee; | 1 

And love, and lowlieſt rev rence pay Y 
To all, who Thee their Gop obey. 


Who what he ſwears, with ſtedfaſt will, 
Though his loſs, ſhall yet fulfil ; 
Nor will he walk in uſury's way, 

Nor innocence for bribes betray. _ 
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j Thus pure in heart, in lip, and hands, 

4 He, Loxp, who doeth thy commands 

—_ He, Cnr1sT, the Righteous Man; and all 

; # Who truſt in Him, ſhall never fall. 2 
| : PSALM XVI. 


3 | Gong, portion and m joy 3 


His counſels are my light : 
fl He gives me ſweet advice by day, 
{ And gentle hints by night, - 
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I ſet the Loxn before my face, 

He bears my courage up: 
My heart and tongue their joy expreſs, 
My fleſh ſhall reſt in hope. 


My ſpirit, Loxp, thou wilt not leave, 
here ſouls departed are: ' 
Nor quit my body in the grave, 
To ſee corruption there. 


Thou wilt reveal the path of life, 
And raiſe me to thy throne ; 
Thy courts immortal pleaſures giye, 
1y preſence joys unknown, 


- 


PSALM XVII. 


LN I am thine : but Thou wilt prove 
My faith, my patience, and my love; | 
When men of ſpite againſt me join, 
They are the ſword, the hand is thine, 


Their hope and portion lies below; 
*Tis all the happineſs they know; 


Tis all they ſeek: they take their ſhares, 
And leave the reſt among their heirs, 


What finners value, I reſign; 


Lorp, 'tis enough that Thou art mine: 
I ſhall behold thy bliſsful face, 
And ſtand complete in righteouſneſs. 


This life's a dream, an empty ſhew; 
But the bright world, to which I go, 
Hath joys ſubſtantial and fincere; _ 
When ſhall I wake, and find me there? 


C Olo. 
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O glorious hour! O bleſt abode! 
I ſhall be near, and like my Gop 
And fleſh and fin no more controul 
The ſacred pleaſures of my ſoul, 


My fleſh ſhall lumber in the ground, - 
T pf the laſt trumpet's joyful ſound; 

Then burſt the chains with ſweet ſurprize, 
And in my SAv1OuR's image riſe. 


PS ALM XVII. 


* Gop that girds my armour on, 

And all my juſt deſigns fulfils ; 

Through Him my feet can ſwiftly run, 
And nimbly — the ſteepeſt hills. 
Leſſons of war from Him I take, . 
And manly weapons learn to wield; 


Strong bows of ſteel with eaſe I break, 
Forc'd by my firenger arms to yield. 


The. buckler of his ſaving health, 
Protects me from aſſaulting foes; 
His hand ſuſtains me ſtill; my wealth, 
My greatneſs from his bounty flows. 
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My goings He enlarg'd abroad, 

Till then to narrow paths confin'd ; 
And, when in flipp'ry ways I trod, 

The method of my Les abend. | 


/ Let the Eternal Loxp be prais'd; 
The Rock, on whoſe defence I reſt ! 
O'er higheſt heav'ns his Name be rais'd, 
Who me with his ſal vation bleſs'd. 


i PSALM 3 
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PSALM XIX. 
. * 


OD's perfect law converts the ſoul, 
Reclaims from falſe defires ; 
With ſacred wiſdom his ſure word 
The ignorant inſpires. | 15 


* 


The ſtatutes of the Lord are juſt, 
And bring ſincere delight ; 


His pure commands in ſearch of truth 
Aſſiſt the feebleſt ſight. 


His perfect worſhip here is fix'd, 
On ſure foundations laid. 

His equal lays are in the ſcales 
Of truth and juſtice weigh'd. 


Of more eſteem than golden mines, 
Or gold refin'd with ſkill; 

More {weet than honey, or the drops 
That from the comb diſtil. 

| > 4 

My faithful counſellors they are, 
And friendly warnings give: 

Divine rewards attend on thoſe, 
Who by his precepts live. 


PSALM XX. 


WIEN law and juſtice lift the rod, 
Thee, ſuff ring Son, the Lord attend; 
The hallow'd Name of ſacob's Gos 

Thee in that dreadful day defend, 


7 5 a Help 
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Help from his ſanctuary afford, 

And ſtrength from Zion to relieve : 

Thine offer'd cries and tears record, 
- And thy burnt facrifice receive. 


In thy ſalvation we rejoice; P 

In thy Name bid our banners fly; : 
The LorD, we know, will hear thy voice, 
Ard fave His CHRIST with hand moſt high. 


Some truſt in horſes train'd for war, ; 9 
And ſome of chariots make their boaſts; 1 
But all our expectations are = 


From Thee, our Gop, the Loxp of hoſts.” 


Brought down, and fall'n, ſee they lie; 
Whilſt we our heads exulting raiſe. 
Save, LORD, and hear us when we cty, 
That we may our Deliv'rer praiſe. 


PSALM XXI. 


8 BY thy unwearied ſtrength upheld, 8 

D To Thee the King his thanks ſhall yield; 9 
. And, taught by bleſt experience, know A 
What joys from thy ſalvation low, © * 


Thy care his heart's deſires complete; 
His pray'r from thy eternal ſeat, 

As low to Thee his knees he bends, 
In full acceptance back deſcends. 


Thou, Lond, preventive of his want, 
The bleflings of thy love wilt grant, 
And bid the crown immortal ſpread 
Its pureſt ſplendors round his head. 


— 
my - 
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He aſk'd Thee life, and finds it gin 
Life, laſting as the days of heav'n. 
The conqueſts, which thy hands beſtow, 
With grace and glory bind his brow. 


He, crown'd with bliſs perpetual, He 
Thy face in full diſplay ſhall fee ; 
And (for on Thee his hopes rely) + | 
Unmoy'd each adverſe ſhock de. bY 


Sole Lorp of all, thro? earth and ſkies 

O let thy pow'r conſpicuous riſe, 

And faraith to our grateful lays + ICT Ore 
A theme of everlaſting praiſe. WES + aac 


"PSALM XXII. 


MI Gop, my Gop, O tell me why, 
Unheeded fill aſcends my cry ? 
Why thus from my afflicted heart 
Thy preſence and thy health depart ? 


Loxp what am I? a man in form, 
Yet brother to the trampled worm; 
An outcaſt from the human kind ; 

To fierce derifion's rage conſign'd. 


They ſhake their heads, they ſhout, they gaze j 
Each eye, each lip, contempt OY 
„On Gop,” they cry, *thy hope was ſtaid; 
4c Be Gop, if his Thou art, thy aid.” 


Thine, mightieſt FaTHEes, thine I am; | 
By Thee from out the womb I came; 


From Thee my ey'ry.comfort ſprung, 
While yet upon the breaſt I hung. 


5 9 wa - = O . 
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O view me not with diſtant eye, : 
While various griefs await me nigh : 


- 


Thy aid withheld, what friendly powir 
Shall ſhield me in the davg'rous hour? 


— — K 


N See bulls unnomber d round me ftand— 
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ll Bulls, nurs'd in Baſhan's fertile land; 
IN With wide extended mouth they roar, 
lit Nor rage the ray'ning lions more. | 
| . ; 777 
| | My frame disjoin'd in ſwift decay LEON WM 
1 Waſtes like the running ſtream away; 9 
I | My heart in groans its grief proclaims, = 
1 And melts, as wax before the flames. : 
| Faſt to my jaws my tongue is chain'd ; 4 
I! | My fleſh, its vital moiſture drain'd, 6 
Will - Dry as the clay-form'd vaſe appears, SH 
ih | And een to death thy chaſt'ning bears. = 
It Thou ſeeſt a throng, who Thee deſpiſe, 2 
bl! In dreadful hege 0 me riſe, f 2 
| And, while faſt iſſuing ſtreams the gore, 4 
| My hands and feet relentleſs bore.. 3 
| My ſtarting bones to ev'ry eye j 


Expos'd; O ye that paſling by, 
In wonder (not in pity) join, 
O, ſay, was ever grief like mine ? 


My raiment each with each divides ; 

My veſture, as the lot decides, 

Becomes ſome new poſſeſſorꝰ's ſpoil, he 
The prize that crowns his impious toll. 


* 


PSALMS. 7 -. 


My Gop, my ftren oth, recede-not . 
But haſte make my ſoul thy care; 


O turn th' impending ſwords away, 
Nor yield it to the dog a prey. 


So ſhall I hre thy honor'd Name 

Amidſt my brethren to proclaim ; 

_ ch Ang crowds ſhall hear me raiſe 
op the W of endleſs praiſe, 


PSAL M XXIII. 
THE Lord my \h 


epherd is, 
T ſhall be well ſupply'd; 
Since He is mine, and I am his, 
What can I want beſide * * ws 


He leads me to the place, 

Where heav'nly paſture grows, 
Where living waters gently' paſs, 

And full ſalvation flows. 


If cer 1 go aſtray, 
He doth my foul reclaim; 

And guides me in his own right way, 
For his moſt holy Name, 


While He affords his aid, 
I cannot. yield to fear; 

Tho' I ſhould walk thro' death's dark _—_ 
My Shepherd's with me there. 


In ſight of all my foes _ 
Thou doſt ** le ſpread; 

My cup with bleffings over flows, 
And joy _ my head, 
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Tue bounties of thy 8 

Shall erown my following days; 
Nor from thy houſe: wilt I remove ; 

Nor ceaſe 3 8 
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KHEECT x T your 4 wad gates, 
Unfold to entertain 


The Kins of glory: fee He comes 


With his celeſtial traing. 


& Who is this KinG of glory? Who ?” 
The Lord for ſtrength renown'd; 


In battle mighty; o'er his foes 


Eternal victor crown d. 


Erect your heads, ye gates, unfold, 
In ſtate to entertain 


The Kins of glory: : ſee He comes 
With all his ſhining train. 


«© Who is the KinG of glory? Who?“ 
The Loxp of hoſts renown'd: 

Of glory He alone is King, 
Who is with glory crowd. 


PSALM xxv. 


1 Lift my ſoul to Gp, 
My 5 ruſt is his Name: 
Let not my foes, t 1 
Still 3 in * ſhame. 


r s 4 L M S. 2 
Sin and the pow'rs of hell 3 «483 
Perſuade me to deſpair; - 41 


LorpD, make me know th cov'nant well, "i 
That I may ſcape the ſnare. _ | 


Remember all thy grace, 
And lead me in thy truth; 
Forgive the ſins of riper days, 

And follies of my youth. 


The Lord is juſt and kind; | 

The meek ſhall learn his ways; N 
And ev'ry humble ſinner find 1 wr 

The methods of his grace. 


For his own goodneſs ſake 

8 He ſaves my foul from ſhame; 

He pardons (tho' my guilt be great) 
4 hrough my REDEEMER's Name. 


PSALM XXVI. 


JUDGE me, O Lon ; thy ſearching eyes 
Mine upright walk have known: 

On Thee my Redfaſt ſoul relies, 
Nor fear of lapſe ſhall own 


O ſearch me ſtill ; my heart, my reins, 
With ſtricteſt view ſurvey : 
Thy love, great Gop, my hope ſuſtains, 
hy truth directs my way. 


The houſe of gulle, amd ud 0 8068 
With ſtudioũs ee I ſhun; 7 


From crowds that impious deeds deviſe, 
My ſteps abhorrent run. 


4 . PSALM S. 


In innocence I waſh my hands, 

Thy altar compaſs round, — 
And grateful lead the ſacred 3 

Whoſe hymns thy acts reſound.. 


How oft, inſtinct with warmth divine, 
Thy threſhold have I trod! 

How lov'd the courts, whoſe walls inſhrine 
The glory of my Gow? | | 


* O let me not thy vengeance ſhare, 

That waits the guilty tribe, 
Whoſe murth'rous — each miſchief dare, 

And graſp the offer'd bribe. 1 


; But pour, O pour, while thus T tread 
Thee The path by Thee prepar d. 
Thy beams of mercy on my head, 
And round me plant a guad 25 


it Thou, Lox, 1 my ſteps hall ix'd had 

And pleas'd ſhalt hear my tongue 

With Ifrael's thankful ſons unite,” 
* form the feſtal ſong. | 


11; *<487 
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PSALM xxvn. 


HE Lonp of glory i is my light, 
And my ſalvation-toog .- . 
God is my ſtrength; nor will I fear 


What all my 6. + Tae 


One privilege my e 5 
DO grant me an abode 
5 Among the churches of thy ſaints, 
The tEmples:of my Goo 
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There ſhall L offer my requeſts, ., 

And ſee thy beauty ſtill: EE 

Shall hear the meſſage of thy love, * 
Aud there enquire thy will. 


When troubles riſe, and . appear, 
There may his children hide; 
Gop has a ſtrong pavilion, where 
He makes my ſoul abide. 


Now ſhall my head be lifted high 
Above my foes around, 

And ſongs of joy and victory 
Within thy texapi ſound, 


PSALM. XXVII. 


1 Ds render thanks unto the — 

How great a cauſe have 1 
My voice, my prayer, and my — 

That heard fo willingly ? 


* is wy ſhield and — 
Wa buckler in diſtreſs; 


rt rejoĩceth greatly — 
ws fey ſhall Him confeſs, 


He is our ſtrength and our defence, 
Our foes for to reſiſt t: 
The health and the ſalvat ion of 


His own elect by CHUISxT. 


Thy people and thine heritage, | 
Los, bleſs, guide, and preſerve: 

Increaſe them, LozD, and rule their hearts, 
That they may never ſwerve. 
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P'S ALM XXIX. 


CJELE to the Lox, ye ſons of fame, 
| Give to the Loxp renown and pow'r; 
| 4 Aſcribe due honors to his Name, 

And Him, the Holy One, adore. 


| The LoxD proclaims his pow'r aloud, _ 
i008 Over the ocean and the land; 

His voice divides the wat' ry cloud, , 
- And light'nings blaze at his command. 


”" 


—_ 


He ſpeaks, and tempeſt, hail, and wind, 
Lay the wide foreſt bare around; 
3 The fearful hart, and frighted hind, 
LlLeap at the terror of the ſound, 


To Lebanon he turns his voice, ' 
And lo! the ſtately cedars break ; 

The mountains tremble at the noiſe, 
The vallies roar, and deſarts quake, 


The Lord fits Sov'reign on the flood, 

£ The Lord remains for ever King: 

: Whilſt in his Church, his bleſt abode, 
Doth ev'ry one his glory ſing. 


With choiceſt bleflings there the Loxp 

be His praying people ſhall increaſe; | 
There they ſhall feel and taſte his word, 
Be arm'd with ſtrength, and bleſt with peace. 
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PSA LM XXX. 


TO Thee, O Lon p, who'didft me taiſe 


Above my threatning foes ; 
To Thee, O Lon, Fll offer praiſe, + 


” P 
* 
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And pay my grateful vows. Þ £10005 
As, preſs'd with woe, to Thee I cry'd, 


So Thou appear'dſt to ſave; 


Thine hand its healing pow'r apply'd, ine 


And rais'd me from the grave. 


Sing praiſe, ye ſaints, that prove and ſee 
J he goodneſs of the Loxndz 


With thankful hearts, and bended knee, 


His holineſs record, i 1 
For in his wrath, how ſhort a ſpace ! 
A moment, and it's gone: 


But length of days is in his grace, 
And life's eterual crown. 


PSALM XXXI _ 
ON Thee, O Lonp, my truſt is laid, 


O let thine all- ſufficient aid, = 


The juſtice of my cauſe proclaim, 
And fave me from impending ſhame, 


To me thy gracious ear incline, 

Haſte to my help with might divine; 

Be Thou my ſtrength, my rock, my tow'r, 
To guard me in the evil hour. 


D My 


1 — . 
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My rock, my fortreſs, Lorp, in Thee, 
Snatch'd from ſurrounding ills, I ſee; 
My guide be alſo, that thy Name 
May praiſe and thanks perpetual claim. 


Save me, by thy preventive care, 

O ſave me from the hidden faare ; 

For weak myſelf, thro? all my days, 
Thee, all my ſtrength, I ſeek and praiſe. 


And when my fleſh returns to. duſt, 

To Thee my ſpirit I intruſt; | 

1h For Thou, my true redeeming Gop, 
Wilt own the purchaſe of thy blood. 


PSALM XXXII. 
Blefſed ſouls are they, 


Whoſe ſins are cover'd o'er, 
Divinely bleſt, to whom the Loox n 
Impntes their guilt no more, 


They mourn their follies paſt, 

And keep their hearts with care; 
Their lips and lives without deceit 

Shall prove their faith ſincere. 


While I conceal'd my guilt, 

1 felt the feſt'ring wound ;- 
Till I confeſs'd my fins to Thee, 

And ready pardon found. 


Let finners learn to pray; 
Let ſaints keep near the throne. 
Our help in times of deep diſtreſs 
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PSALM 
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PSALM XXXIII. 


LESSED, how bleſſed! they to whom 
The Lon p for Gon is known !. © 
Whom He from all the world beſides - 
Has choſen for his own! 


He all the nations of the-earth- / *- 
From heav'n, his throne, ſurvey d:; 

He ſaw their works, and view d their thoughts; 
By Him their hearts were made. 


No king is fafe by mighty hoſts; 
Their ſtrength the ſtrong deceives ; 

No manag'd horſe, by force or pens 
His warlike rider ſaves. _ 


„ . 


Tis GoD, who thoſe that . in Him. 1 
Beholds with gracious eyes; 

He frees their ſouls from death, their want 
In time of dearth ſupplies. 


Our ſoul on Gop with patience waits; 
Our help and ſhield is He: 

Then, Lox, let ſtill our hearts rejoice, 
Becauſe we truſt on Thee. 


* 


1 


PSALM XXXIV. 


OME, children, EA to fear tt Lonp; 
And that your days be long, 
Let not a falſe or evil word 
Be found upon your tongue. 


D2 Depart 


* 
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Depart from miſchief, practiſe love, 
urſue the works of peace; 
So ſhall the Lox D your ways approve, 
And ſet your ſouls at eaſe. 


His eyes awake to guard the juſt, 
His ears attend their cry; 
When broken ſpirits dwell in duſty 

The God of grace is nigh. 


What tho' the ſorrows here they taſte 
Are ſharp and tedious too, | 
The Lozrp, who ſaves them all at laſt, 

ls their ſupporter now. 


Evil ſhall ſmite the wicked dead; = 
But Gop ſecures his own ; Z 

Prevents the miſchief, when they flide, - J 
Or heals the broken bone. a 


When deſolation, like a flood, 
Ofer the proud ſinner rolls; | 

Saints find a refuge in their Gp, ; 
For He redeem'd their ſouls, 


PSALM XXV. 
OW plead my cauſe, Almighty Gon, 
N With all 5 ſons of trie; Te 


And fight againſt the men of blood, 
Who fight againſt my life.. 


% 


Draw out thy ſpear,-and ſtop their way, 
s * Lift thine avenging rod; | o& © 
But to my ſoul in mercy ſay, 
« I am thy Saviour Gop,” 
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PSALMS 


They plant their ſnares to catch my feet, 
And nets af mifchief ſpread ; 

Plunge the deſtroyers in the net, 
That their Own hands have made. 


Let them, like chaff before the wind, 
Be chas'd before thy breath; 

The angel of the Loxp behind 
Diſperſing them to death. 


Be dark and lipp ry all their way, 
And let them "feel thy might; 
Purſu'd by an avenging Gop, 
To everlaſting night. 


But if Thou haſt a choſen few 
Amongſt that impious race, 

Divide them from the bloody crew, 
By thy ſurprizing grace. 


Then wilt I raiſe my joyful yoice, 
To make thy wonders known ; 
In their ſalvation I'll rejoice, 
And bleſs Thee for =P own. 


PSALM XXXVI. 


1775 H in the heay'ns, eternal Gon, 
goodneſs in fall glory ſhines; 
Thy trut — {hall break thro' ev'ry cloud, 
That veils and darkens thy * 


For ever fem thy juſtice ſtands, 

As mountains their foundations 8 
Wiſe are the wonders of thy hands ;.. 
Thy judgments are a mighty deep. 
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30 PSALMS. 
Thy providence is kind and large; 
Both men and beaſt thy bounty ſhare; 
The whole creation is thy charge; 
But ſaints are thy peculiar care. 


My God, how excellent thy grace, 
Whence alt our hope and comfort ſprings ! 
The ſons of Adam in diſtreſs, 
Fly to the ſhadow of thy wings. 


From the proviſions of thy houſe, 


We ſhall be fed with ſweet repaſt ; 


There mercy, like a river, flows, 
And brings ſalvation to our taſte. 


Life, like a fountain rich and free, 
Springs from the preſence of my Loxn; 
And in thy light our ſouls ſhall ſen 
The glories promis'd in thy word. 


PSALM XXXVII. 


HY do the wealthy wicked boaſt, 
And grow profanely bold ? 
meaneſt portion of the juſt 

Excels the ſinner's gold. 


The wicked borrows of his friends, 
But neer deſigns to pay ; 

The juſt is merciful, and lends ; 
Nor turns the poor away. 


His alms with lib'ral heart he gives 
Among the ſons of need; | 
His mem'ry to long ages lives, 
And bleffed is his ſeed. 


His 
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PS ALMS. 


His lips abhor to talk profane, 
To ſlander ot defraud ; 

His ready tongue declares to men 
What he has learn'd from Gop. 

The law and goſpel of the Loxp Ge 
Deep in his heart abide; up 


Led by the Spixrr, and the word, 
His feet ſhall never flide, | 


When ſinners fall, the righteous ſtand, 
Preſerv'd from ev'ry ſnare; + - - 

They ſhall poſſeſs the promis'd land, 
And dwell for ever there. * 


PSALM XXXVII. 


O Spare me, LorD, nor o'er my head 
The fullneſs of thy vengeance ſhed ; 
Pierc'd by thy ſhafts, great Gov, 1 ftand, 
And feel the preſſure of thine hand, 


Thou ſeeſt, from health eftrang'd, my frame 
The terror of 'thy wrath'proclaim, = 
While conſcious guilt alarms my breaſt, 
And robs my tortur'd joints of reſt, 


Whelm'd with a weight of fins, I mourn, 
A weight too heavy to be borne; 

My wounds, whoſe ſmart thoſe ſins repays, 
The wide- infected air betrays. 4 


See! bow'd, from morn to eve, with woe, 
And wrapt in ſackcloth drear, I go; | 
My reins with hidden torments wrung, 
Each limb diſeas'd, each nerve unſtrung. 


Aloud 


3 PSALMS, 
Aloud my ſuF rings I bernoan, ro 25h 
And faintihg pour the frequent groan: 


But Thou, ere yet my groans pro 
My griefs and inmoſt wiſh canſt read. 


O let me, rais d by 88 | 
The abſence hae aid * 1 2 
Gop of my li life, recede not far, | A 
But haſte, and make that life thy c care. Y 
P $ ALM xxxix. | L 
T. E AC H me the meaſure of my days, 1 : 
Thou Maker of my frame; 2 
I would ſurvey life's narrow ſpace, 3 
And learn how _ I am. | BZ 
Af pan is all that w we can boaſt, | 4 
An inch or two of time; 3 
Man is but yanity and duſt, .  _ > 


In all bis flow r and prime. 


See the vain race of mortals more, 
Like ſhadows o'er the plain; 

They rage and ſtrive, defire and loye ; 
But all their noiſe i is vain, 


Some walk in honor's gaudy ſhew ; 5 
Some dig for golden ore 

They toil for heirs, they know not who, 
And Rraight are ſeen no more. 


What ſhould 1 wiſh or wait for then, 
From creatures, earth and duſt? 

They make our expectations vain, 

And 6—— our truſt. 
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Now I forbid my carnal hope, 
My fond defires recall; 

I give my. mortal int'reſt up, 
And make my Gop my all. 


PSALM XI. 


I Waited patient for the Lorp, 
He bow'd to hear my cry: 


He ſaw me reſting on his word, 


And brought ſalyation nigh. 


He rais'd me from a horrid pit, 
Where mourning long I lay; 

And from my bonds releas'd my feet, 
Deep bonds of miry clay. 


Firm on a rock he made me ſtand, 
And taught my cheerful tongue 
To praiſe the wonders of his hand, 
In a new thankful ſong, _ 


P11 ſpread his works of grace abroad; 
The ſaints with joy ſhall hear ; 

And ſinners learn to make my Gop 
Their only hope and fear. 


How many are thy thoughts of love} + + 7 
Thy mercies, Lok, how great! 
We have not words, nor hours enough, 


* 


Their numbers to repeat. 


PSALM 
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PSALM XII. 


LEST is the man, 5 1 move, E 
And melt with pity to the poor; EE 
3 Whoſe ſoul, by ſympathizing love, 
; Feels what his fellow faints endure. 


His heart contrives for their relief, 
More good than his own hands can do; 
He, in the time of gen'ral grief, 

Shall find the Lonxp has bowels too. 


His ſoul ſhall Rye ſeeure on earth, 

With ſecret bleflings on his head, ; 
When drought, and peſtilence, and dearth, 
Around him multiply their dead, 


Or if he languiſh on his bed, 

Gop will in Fekneſs him conſole : 2 
Preſerve him from amongſt the dead, 
4 Oe, dying, take to heav n his ſoul, 
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PS ALM XLII. 


WITH earneſt longings of the mind, 
My Gop, to Thee I look: ; 

© Bo 3 hunted hart to find, ; 
And taſte the cooling brook. | 


When ſhall 1 ſee thy courts of grace, 
And meet my Gop again? 
So long an abſence from thy face 
 n _ endures with — 
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PSALMS, 355 


Temptations vex my weary f foul, 
And tears are my repaſt; 

The foe inſults without controul, 
And where's your God: at laſt E's 


"Tis with a mournful pleaſure now 
I think on ancient days: 
Then to thy houſe-did numbers go, 


And all our work was praiſe. 


But why 8 my fool funk down ſo far 
Beneath this heavy load.“ 

Why do my thoughts indulge an rhe 
And fin againſt my Go Dy - T3 


Hope in the LoxD, whoſe mighty hand 
Caan all thy woes remove; en 
For I ſhall yet before Him ſtand, 

3 And fing reſtoring love. 


-PSAL M. XLII. 


= JUST Judge of Heay' n, againſt my foes | 
= Do Thou adler my yn, ag MT 
O ſet me free, my Gop, from t oſe, 

Who in deceit and wrong delight. 


Let me with light and truth be bleſt; 
= Be Thou my guide, and lead the way, 
= Till in thy holy hill T reſt, © 
And in thy edel temple pray. 


| Then will I there freſh altars raiſe 
To Gop, who is my only joy; 

= And well-tun'd harps with ſongs of praiſe _ 

Shall all my grateful hours employ. | 
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Why then caſt down, my ſoul, and why 
So much oppreſs'd with anxious care? 
On Gov, thy Gop, for aid rely, 

Who will thy ruin'd ſtate repair. 


PSALM. XLIV. 


Lie, we have heard thy works of old, 
Thy works of pow'r and grace, | 

When to our ears our fathers told 
The wonders of their days. 


How Thou didſt drive the heathen race | 1 
With thy moſt mighty hand, © 1 

y people in their place, 5 

And grant to them their land. 


Nor arm, nor ſword, O Loxp, but thine 
Such conqueſts could beſtow; | | 4 
From ſtrength, and light, and love divine, 3 
We own them all to flow. 1 


All the day long in Gop we boaſt, 1 
And ever praiſe thy Name; 1 _ = 
Yet now Thou go'ſt not with our hoſt, $ 
But leaveſt us to ſhame. 4 


Awake, ariſe, almighty Loxp ; | 
Why leeps * wonted grace? 
Why ſhould we look like men abhorr'd, 
Or baniſh'd from thy face? 


Redeem us from perpetual ſhame, 
Our SAvIiouR and our Gop ; 

We plead the honors of thy Name, 
The merits of thy blood. q 


PSALM 
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PSALM XLV. 


2. ME T RE I. £ 


Y heart doth take in hand 
Some godly ſong to ing ; 
The praiſe that I ſhall ſhew een 
Pertaineth to the King. 


My tongue ſhall be as quick 
His honor to indite, 

As is the pen of any ſcribe 
That uſeth faſt to write. 


O faireſt of all men! 
Thy lips with grace are pure; 
For Gon Wien bleſſed Thee with gifts 
For ever to endure. 


About Thee gird thy ſword, 

O Prince of might elect ! 
With honor, glory, and renown, 

Thou art moſt richly deckt. 


Go forth with godly ſpeed, 

With meekneſs, dy and right ; 
And thy right hand ſhall Thee inſtruct 

In works of dreadful might. 


Thy arrows, ſharp and keen, 

Their hearts ſo ſore ſhall ſting, | 
That they ſhall crouch and kneel to Thee, | 

Yea, all thy foes, O King. 


Thy royal ſeat; O Lon p, 

For ever doth remain; 
Becauſe the ſcepter of thy realm 

Doth 9 maintain. 


1 


E Wherefore 


30 P S'A L M S. 


Wherefore thy holy Name . 
All ages ſhall record; 0 
The people ſhall give thanks to Thee 


For emen O Lond. N 


p 8 ALM XIV. 
ME T'RE II. 


LL ſpeak the 0 of my King: 8 3 
I His form divinely fair; Z 
None of the ſons of mortal race = 

May with the Loxp compare. £4 


Sweet is thy ſpeech, and heay' ace 
Upon thy lips is ſhed: * 1 

i Th "Cos with bleſſings infinite x 
Hath crown'd thy ſacred head | % 


Gird on thy ſword, victorious Prince! . 
Ride wit majeſtic ſway: ig 
Gy terror ſhall ſtrike through thy Foes, 
d make the'world obey. 


| 
| Thy throne, O Gop, for ever ſtands; 
| by word of Grace ſhall prove 
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ceful ſcepter in thy hands, „ I 


| 

18 A 

| | | o rule thy ſaints by love. 

| | | | | Juſtice and truth attend thee ſtill, : 

. But mercy is thy choice; ©. 

1 And Gop, thy Gop, thy ſoul ſhall 6 
ö | With moſt peculiar joys, 

If | | | ' N 
I A : 
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PSALM XLVI 


G0. is our refuge in diſtreſs, 
A preſent help when dangers preſs ; 
In Him undaunted we'll confide : 
Tho” earth were from her center toſs'd, 
And mountains in the ocean loſt, 
Torn piece-meal by the roaring tide. 


A gentler ſtream with gladneſs ſtill 
The city of our Lord thall ll, 

The royal ſeat of Gon moſt high ETA 
Gop dwells in Sion, whoſe fair tow” s 
Shall mock th' aſſault of earthly pow'rs, 

While his almighty aid is nig. 


In tumults, when the heathen. rag d, - 
And kingdoms war againſt us wag dj, 
He thunder'd and diſpers'd W pow'ts. 
The Lonp of hoſts conducts our arms, 

Our tow'r of refuge in alarms; 


Our father's * Gow and ours. 


* 


PSALM a 


RISE, ye people, clap the hand ; 
Exulting {trike the chord: 
Let ev'ry iſle, and ev'ry land, 


Confeſs thy Almighty Lox p. 


Sing to our Gop; in loudeſt ſtrains 
er petual praiſes fi 
O'er earth's wide wo, extends his reign ad 
O praiſe our Gop and King. 
"Y 
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40 PSALM VS. 
His ſway the ſons of human kind 
With humbleſt homage own; 


And holineſs, with pow'r combin'd, 
Supports his laſting throne, 


Kings from afar cqmnen d behold, | 
Whoſe breaſts with zeal have glow'd, 
Among the tribes to ſtand inroll'd, 


4 


| | That bow to Abraham s Gop. 

Il! For He, whoſe hands amid the fkies _ 3 
. | Th' eternal ſcepter wield, 3 7 
15 To earth's whole race his care applies, . = 
1M And o'er them ſpreads the ſhield, | 2A 

|} PSALM XLVII 

# 


TN Sion Gop is known, 

A refuge in diſtreſs ; 2 86 
How bright has his falvation ſhone "i 
Thro' all her palaces ! ip 55 


When kings againſt her join'd, 
And ſaw the Loxp was there, 
| In wild confuſion of the mind, 
_ They fted with haſty fear. 


Oft have our fathers told, 

| Our eyes have often ſeen, 

How well our Gop ſecures the fold, 
Where his own ſheep have been, 
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| | In ev'ry new diſtreſs 

4 Well 3 his houſe repair, 

| — Well chink upon his wond'rous grace, 

1 | And ſeek deliy'rance there. wy | 
I 1 21 = PSALM 
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PS ALM XILIX. 
A'S people, hear; all ſons of earth, 
Of pig 


delt or obſcureſt birth; ; 
y words Sith ju „ attention weigh, 2 
400 liſten unto Wiſdom's lay. oh 


Why ſhould my ſoul with anxious dread 

1 Behold the foes around me ſpread, | 

= Who build on wealth their truſt, and ſtore 
n boaſted heaps their Slitt ring ore ? 


7 Ceaſe, mortals, ceaſe your pride, nor dream 

8 That riches ſhalt from death redeem; 
But, taught the ſoul's juſt price to know, 
At once the frantic thought forego. ; 


Thou ſeeſt the wiſe and fooliſh die; 
ln common grave, like ſheep, they lie: 
Their pride, their beauty, all a 2 10 
To dire corruption $ Wal ing way. 


But lift, ye righteous, lift your eyes; 

== Behold the promis'd mean ariſe, | 
= That bids you, o'er each "ghty foe, 
Exalted, endleſs triumph. ow. 
= My ſoul, amidſt your happy train, 
The wiſh'd redemption ſhall obtain ; 


By Gop ado A an death ſhall brave, 
And mock the e diſappointed 1 
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"PSALM I. 


FP HE Lorp, the Judge, before his throne 
Bids the whole earth draw nigh; 
The nations near the riſing ſun, 
And near the weſtern ſky. 


Thron d on a cloud our Gop ſhall come, 
Bright flames prepare his way; 

Thunder and darkneſs, fire and ſtor 

Lead on the dreadful day. 


Heav'n from aboye his call ſhall hear, 
Attending angels come ; $4 

And earth and hell ſhall know and fear 
His juſtice, and their doom. 


4 But gather all my ſaints, (He cries) 
cc That made their peace with Gop, 
6 By the REDEEMER's ſacrifice, 
4 And ſeal'd it with his blood, 


£© Their faith and works brought forth to light 
« Shall make the world confeſs, 

«« My ſentence of reward is right, 
«« And heay'n adore my grace,” 


4 — 


PSALM LI. 
O Gop of mercy, hear my call, 
My load of guilt remove; 


Break down this ſeparating wall, 
That bars me from thy love. 
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Give me the preſence of thy grace, 
Then my rejoicing tongue 

Shall ſpeak aloud thy — . 
And make thy praiſe my ſong. 


No blood of goats or heifer lain, 
For fin could &er atone; * | 
The death of CHRIST ſhall * Ede 6 


Sufficient and alone. 


A ſoul oppreſt with ſins deſert 
My Gop will ne'er deſpiſe; 

An humble groan, a broken heart, The 
Is our beſt ſacrifice. 2 


PSALM III. 
WIV, tyrant, boaſts thy heart the pow r 


To work a brother's woe ? 
While Gop his mercy bids each hour 


In ſtreams unmeaſur'd flow. 


With joy thy tongue, to falſchood prone, | MM 
Its venom deals around; | 
Nor razor, ſharpen'd on the "REY | 
Inflicts ſo deep a wound. 


The juſt, with thankful awe poſleſs'd, 
Shall view thy blaſted pride, 

And, from their fierceft foe releas' d, 
Thy i impious boafts deride. 


&« Lo! there the wretch, in treſpaſs bold, 
© Who Gop's fapport diſdain'd, 

& And on his heaps of treaſur'd a gold. 
His frantic hope * 


be Freſh 
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Freſh as the verdant olive,“ 
Within thy courts ſhall ſtand, 
And fix d, antulgent Los: Lorp, _y 
40 thy prot 


Thy acts my praiſe ſhall ever claim; 

y Name, amidſt my woes 

(How grateful to thy ſaivts that Name 5 
My ew'ry fear compoſe. 


PSALM LI. 


6 Ne Goo,” the i impious fools exclaim, 2 | 
And ſpeak the wiſhes of their hearts: 
Corrupt in mind, they miſchief frame, 


And act by turgs theit wicked parts. 


From heav'n the Gop of truth ſurveys, 
And makes his juſt reſearches known; 
« All are defil'd in all their ways; 

„There's none that doeth 2 one. 


% Are all, that live in fin, ſo blind, 7 
„„ As not to know my wrath, nor grace? 
4 To eat, as bread, with ſavage mind, 
« My flock, and never ſeek my face 8 


They fear, where others fearleſs ſtand; 'T 
Their bones, on earth expos'd, declare 
The doom, which waits an impious band, 


Whom Gop abandons from bis care. 


From Zion, Iſrael's Saviour, riſe! F 38 
When Gop his captives back ſhall bring 

Then joy ſhall beam in Jacob's eyes, 
And Iſrael forge of triumph ſing, 


4 PSALNS 
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T2 Name my ſtedfaſt heart avows ; 
Do Thou my injur'd cauſe eſpouſe, 
And be thy ſtrength. my aid: 
My plaints, eternal Monarch, hear, 
And let them by thy pitying ear 
With full regard be weigh'd. 


For nations, from thy fear eſtrang'd, 

With tyrants fierce, againſt me rang'd, 
My guiltleſs ſoul purſue : 

But, lo! my Helper, heay'n's high Lozp, 

Shall ſtand, and faithful to his word, | 
Each adverſe pow'r ſubdue, 


O let my heart, (their rage repelbd) 
Itſelf a willing off ring yield; 

To Thee its praiſe hall flow, 
While to my thought thy mercies riſe, 
That gave me with exulting eyes 

To ſee my proſtrate foe. 


"PSALM LV. 


LL ſinners take their courſe, 
And chooſe the road to death 
But in the worſhip of my Gon, 
I'll ſpend my daily breath. 


My thoughts addrefs his throne, . 
When morning brings the light; 

I ſeek his bleſſing every noon, | 
And pay my vows at night, 


* | i 
* 
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Thou wilt regard my cries, 
O my eternal Gon! 
While finners periſh in ſurprize, 
Beneath thy angry rod. 


Becauſe dwell at eaſe, | 
And no fad changes feel, | 

They neither fear nor truſt thy Name, 
Nor learn to do . will. 


But I, with alt cares, 
Will enn upon Loxp; 

Pl caſt m — his arm, 
And rel upon his word. 


His arm ſhall well ſuſtain 
The children of his love; 

The ground. on which their ſafety dan, 
No earthly pow” r can move. 


E PSALM Lvl. 


G counts the ſorrows of his faints; 
Their | affect his ears; 


Thou haſt a hock for my complaints, 
A bottle for my tears. - 


When to thy throne I raiſe my crys, 
The wicked fear and flee; 

So ſwift is pray'r to reach the ſky, 
So near is Gop to me. 


In Thee, meft holy, juſt, and true, 

1 bave repos d my truſt; 

Nor will 1 fear whit man can do, 
* offspring of the duſt. 


+ + 
- 


Thy 
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Thy ſolemn vows'are' on me, Lonpn, 

Thou ſhalt receive my praiſe; - 
II ſing how faithful is thy word, 

How righteous all thy ways. 


Thou haſt ſecur'd my ſoul from death ; 
O ſet thy prisner free; 

That heart, and hand, and life and breath, 
May be employ'd for Thee, 


PSALM LI. 


M* Gop, in whom are all the ſprings _ 
Of boundleſs love and grace unknown ; - 
Hide me beneath thy ſpreading wings, . 
Till the dark cloud is overblown. | 


Up tothe heav'ns I ſend my cry, 7 
The Loxp will my deſires perform; 

His truth and mercy from on high 

He ſends, and ſaves me from the ſtorm. 


Be Thou exalted, O my Gop, \ 
Above the heav'ns where angels dwell! 
Thy pow'r on earth be known abroad, 
And land to land thy wonders tell. 


My heart is fix'd, O Gon, to ſing; 9 
My heart is fix'd to give Thee praiſe. 
Awake, my glory, lute, and ſtring, 
Awake myſelf, a ſong to raiſe. 


— % 


7 
S 


High oer the earth thy mercy reigns, 
AG — to the — {ky : = i 
Thy truth to endleſs years remains, 
When lower worlds Ae ve and die. 
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Be thou exalted; O my Go é T 
Above the heav'ns where angels dwell! bet - 
Thy power on earth be known abroad, 

And land to land thy wonders tell, 
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men, whoſe Hos the cauſe decide, 
Does truth your judgment ſway ? 
Does righteouſneſs your ſentence guide, 


And thy equal balance weigh ? 


Yea hearts ye bear, which deep within 

' Contrive and cheriſh ill; ; 
And vi'lent hands, which prone to fin 

Your hearts' deſires fulfil, zo fs | 


Een from the womb eſtrang'd from Gon, 
Their ſkill the wicked try, 
To itra ay in error's devious road, 


And ſpeak the pois'nous lye. 


Not more envenom'd th' adder's tongue, 
Nor yet more deaf her ear ; 

How ſwift to ſpeak and practiſe f 4 
But right how flow to hear ! 


Vengeance, O Go, is only thine; 
The lion's ſtrength deſtroy : 

And, when they ſee the arm divine, 
The juſt in Thee ſhall joy. 


Yea, doubtleſs, all convinc'd ſhall cry, 
The righteous have reward ; 
Doubtleſs, there is a Judge on high, 
Who doth the earth regard. 


7 
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PSALM LIX. 
| þ me, O God, my Gon, 


From my determined foes; 
Defend me. from the men of blood, 
Thy ſtrength to their's oppole. 


Their force, but not for fault of mine, 
Againſt me they prepare: 

Ariſe, O Lo, the cauſe is thine, 
And ſee the hidden ſnare, _ 


Stretch o'er the heathen tribes thy rod, 
And teach the world to know, 
That He, who Jacob rules, is Gon, - 
And Gop ver all below. 


I, Lov, ſecure by Thee, thy might 
Will praiſe with grateful tongue; 
And to thy Jove, with morning light, 

Will raiſe the loudeſt ſong. 


Oft my defence in trouble known, +. . | 
Thee will 1 praiſe and fling: | . 

Thee till . and refuge own, | 
My Gop and gracious King. | 


PSALM IX. 


EPULS'D, diſpers'd, chaſtis'd by Thee, 
| O grant us, LoRD, thy face to ſee, 
And let the people, once thy care, 
Again thy fav'ring preſence ſhare. 


F Now 
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Now trembles this divided land 
Beneath the terrors of thy hand! 
O Thou, the Gop whom we adore, 

Its breaches heal, its peace reſtore. 


Thy juſt decrees to Iſrael's eyes 
5 bid a ſcene of ſorrow riſe ; 

And to his pallid lips the wine 

Ot dire aſtoniſhment conſign. 


Yet ſee, thy hands a ſtandard rear: 
Beneath it each, who owns thy fear, 
Engag'd in truth's neglected cauſe, 
His ſword, ſecure of conqueſt, draws. 


Such, objects of thy tend'reſt love, 
Defend propitious from above; 
Let me with them thy-mercy ſhare, 
And hear, O hear, my ceaſeleſs pray'r. 


PSALM LXL 


HEN overwhelm'd with grief, 
My heart within me dies, 
Helpleſs, and far from all relief, 

To heav'a I lift mine eyes. 


O lead me to the Rock 

That's high above wy head; 
And make the covert of thy wings, 
My ſhelter and my ſhade, - 


Within thy preſence, Lox, 
For ever Lil abide; 
Thou art the tow'r of my defence, 
The refuge where I hide. 
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Thou giveſt me the lot 

Of thoſe that fear thy Name; 
If endleſs life be their reward, 

J ſhall poſſeſs the ſame. 


PS ALM IXII. 


Y waiting foul on Gop relies, 
From Him alone my fafety flows; 
My rock, my health, that ſtrength ſupplies, 
To bear the ſhock of all my foes, - 


Fi 


How long will ye contrive my fall, 
And thereby haſten on your own? 
Your ſemblance ſee, yon tott'ring wall, 
Von broken fence of mould'ring ſtone. 


But ſtill, my ſoul, on Gop rely, 

Qn Him alone thy truſt repoſe; 
My rock and health will ftrength ſupply, 
To bear the ſhock of all my toes. 


Gop does his ſaving health diſpenſe, 
In Him I glory and depend ; 

He is my fortreſs and defence, 

Who grace for grace doth daily fend, 


In Him, ye people, always truſt ; 

Before his throne pour out your hearts; 
For Gop, the merciful and juſt, 

To each, as is his work, imparts. 


PSALM LXIII. 


FARLY, my "RY. without delay, 
| I haſte to eck thy face; 
My thirſty ſpirit faints away, 

Without thy cheering grace. 


So pilgrims on the ſcorching ſand, 
Beneath a burning ſky, 

Long for a cooling | — at hand, 
And they muſt drink or die. 


I've ſeen thy Gery and thy pow 17 
Thro' all thy temple ſhine; , 

My Go, repeat that heav'nly hour, 
That vi viſion ſo divine. 


Not all the bleflings of a feaſt, 
Can pleaſe my foul ſo well, 
As when thy richer grace I taſte, 

And in thy preſence dwell, 


Not life itſelf with all it's joys, 
Can my beſt paſſions move, 

Or raiſe ſo high my cheecful voice, 
As thy forgiving love. 


Thus, till my jaſt expiring day, 
P11 bleſs my Gop and Kid; 

Thus will J lift my hands to pray, 
And tune my lips to ling. 


— 


FS A L M S. 


PS ALM LXIV. 
ORD, hear mY voice of my complaiut, 


To my requeſt give ear; 
Peters life from cruel foes, 


And free my foul from fear. 1 


O hide me, from their counſel hide, 


In ſome ſecure retreat; 
When wicked men again me riſe, 
Their plots and pow'r defeat, 


See, how intent to do me harm, | 
They whet their tongues like "FRY 

And bend their bow to ſhoot their * 
Een lyes and bitter words. 


But God, to anger juſtly mov'd, 
His dreadful bow ſhall bend ; 
And, on his flying arrow's point, 


Shall ſwift deſtruction ſend. _ 


The world ſhall then (30D's pow'r — 
And nations trembling ſtand; 
Convinc'd that *tis the mighty work 
Ot his avenging hand. 


Whilſt righteous men, whom Gop ſecures, 
In Him ſhall gladly truſt; 

And all the lining earth ſhall hear 
Loud triumphs of the juſt, 
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PS ALM LXV. 


Fan O Gon, our oonſtant praiſe 
In Sion waits, thy choſen ſeat ; 
Our promis'd altars there we'll raiſe 


And all our zealous vows compleat. 


O Thou, who to my humble pray'r 

Didſt always bend 5 liſt'ning ear; 
To Thee ſhall all mankind repair, 
And at thy gracious throne appear. 


Our fins (tho'ꝰ numberleſs) in vain 

To ſtop thy flowing mercy try; | 
Whilſt Thou oerlook'ſt the guilty ſtain, 
And waſheſt out the crimſon dye. 


Bleſt is the man, who, near Thee plac'd, 
Within thy ſacred dwelling lives; 
Whilſt we at humble diſtance taſte 


The vaſt delights thy temple gives. 


PSALM LXVI. 


O COME, all ye Sig fear the Loxp, 
Attend with heedful care; 
Whilſt I what Gop for me has done, 


With grateful joy declare. 


As I, before, his aid implor'd, 
So now | praiſe his Name ; 

Who, if my heart hath harbor'd ſin, 
VW ould all my pray'rs diſclaim. 


But 
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But Gop to me, whene'er I cry 
His gracious ear didtbend;g * - © 
And to the voice of my requeſt 
With conſtant love attend. 


Then bleſs'd for ever be my Gop, © 
Who never, when I pray, et! 
Withholds his metcy from my ſoul, 
Nor turns his face away. 1 


O bleſs thy choſen race, 
In mercy, Lord, incline; 
And cauſe the brightneſs of thy face 
On alt thy ſaints to ſnine. 


That ſo thy wond'rous ways 

May thro? the earth be known; 
And nations all their voices raiſe, 

Thy ſaving health to own. 


Let diff'ring people join 
To celebrate thy fame : (Fg 

Let all the people, Lozp, combine . 
To praiſe thy glorious Name, / 


Then ſhall the teeming ground 

A large inggeaſe diſclole ; | 
And we with plenty ſhall be crown'd, _ 

Which Gop, our Gop, beſtows. | 


Then Gop upon our land, 
_ Shall conſtant bleſſings ſhow'r;, _. 
And all the world in awe ſhall ſtand. 
Of his reſiſtleſs pow'r. © wp? 
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PSALM LUXVIL 


= ORD, when thou didſt aſcend on high, 

| Ten thoufand angels flFd the ſky: 
| - Thoſe heav'nly guards around Thee wait, 
Like chariots that attend thy ſtate. | 


Not Sinai's mountain could appear 

More glorious, when the Lok was there; 
While he pronounc'd his dreadful law, 

And ſtruck the chofen tribes with awe. 


How bright the tri none can tell, 
When the rebellious pow'rs of hell, 
That thouſand ſouls had captive made, 
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1 Were all in chains like captives led. 
we Rais'd by his FaTHEx to the throne, 
_ - He ſent the promis'd bleſſing down, 
1 With gifts and grace for rebel men, 
l That Gop might dwell on earth again. 


PSALM LXIX. 


QAYE me, O Go, the ſwelling floods 
Break in upon my ſoul : 
I fink, and ſorrows o'er my head 

Like mighty waters ro 


I till all my voice be gone; 
155 tears I wat. the day: y 
y Gop, behold my longing eyes, 
And ſhorten thy delay. * 
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They hate my ſoul without a cauſe, 
And ſtill their number grows f 
More than the hairs around my head, 15 
And mighty are my foes. | 


"Twas then I paid that dreadful debt, 
That men could never pay, 

And gave thoſe honors to thy law, 
Which ſinners took away. 


Now ſhall the ſaints rejoice, and find 
Salvation in my Name, 
F or. I have borne their heavy load 
Of ſorrow, pain, and ſhame. ' 


Grief, like a garment, cloath'd me round, 
And fackcloth was my dreſs, 

While I procur'd for naked Wal 
A robe * righteonſneſs. 


Amongſt my brethren and the Jews, | 
J like a ſtranger ttood, - 

And bore their vile reproach, to bring 
The Gentiles near to Gop. 


I came in ſinful mortals ſtead ' 

To do my FaTHER's will; 
Yet when 1 cleans'd my FATHER 5 houſe, 1 
They nnn hy — | 


My faſtings and m my holy. groans 

| ere made the drunkards ſong ; 

But Gop, from his celeſtial throne, 
Heard my complaining tongue. 


He 


_ While round <4 with relentle 
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He ſav'd me from the dreadful deep, 

Nor let my ſoul be drown'd ; 

He rais'd and $x'd my ſink ing feet 
On well-eftabliſh'd ground. 


'T was in a moſt accepted -hour, 
My pray'r arofe on high; 
And, for my ſake, my Gon ſhall hear 
The dying ſinner' 8 CE Ys es 


PSALM LX. 


H to my aid, my "Saviour, haſte 6 ; 


ſoul by A oſttlem numbers chas'd, 

directs it's pray'r: 
In wild hats backward borne, 
Their wiſh defeated let them mourn, 
And Joſt in empty air. 


Be ſhame their juſt reward a 


A, 


mind 
Waring ſhout they raiſe. 
2 bliſs let all, who ſeek Thee, ſhare ; 
taught by love, that love declare 
"7 n Fans. +4 endlefs praiſe. - 


While theſe in thy ſalvation joy, 
Increaſing griefs oy thought employ,” 
And ſpeedieſt aid demand. 

My Helper and Redeemer, hear ; 

O, inſtant in my cauſe appear, 


Aud reach w7 "A hand. 
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PSALM LXXI. 


"THY righteous acts and ſaving health, 
My mouth ſhall till declare; 

Unable yet to count them all, | 
Tho' ſumm'd with utmoſt care. 


While Gop vouchſafes ane his ſupport, 
FI in his ſtrength go on, 

All other righteouſnets diſclaim, 
And mention his alone. 


Thou, Lorp, haſt taught me from my youth 
To praiſe thy glorious Name 

And ever ſince, 95 wond'rous works 
Have been my conſtant theme. 


Then now forſake me not, when I 
Am grey and feeble grown ; 
Till I to theſe and future times, 
Thy ſtrength and pow'r have ſhown. 


How high thy juſtice ſoars, O Gop! 
How great and wond'rous are 
The mighty works, which Thou haſt done! 
Who may with Thee compare ? 


Me, whom Ry Rang has ſorely preſs'd, 
Thy grace ſhall yet relieve; 
And, from the loweſt depth of woe, 


With tender care relleve. 


Thro' Thee, my time to come will be 
Wich pow'r and greatneſs crown'd ; 

And me, who diſmal years have paſt, ' 
Thy comforts ſhall ſurround, 


Therefore 
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Therefore with pſaltery and harp 


Thy truth, O Loks, PII praiſes 


To Thee, the Gop of Jacob's race, A 


My voice in anthems raiſe. 


Then joy ſhall fill m mouth, and * 
Employ my oy; voice: 
My'g 9 ſoul, by Thee redeem'd, 
h 


all in thy de undes 
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| JESUS ſhall reign where er the ſun - 


Does his ſucceſſive journies run: 
His kingdom ſtretch from ſhore to ſhore, 


Till moons mall wax and wane no more. 


For Him ſhall endleſs pray'r be made, 

And princes throng to crown his head; 
His Name like ſweet perfume ſhall riſe 
With ey'ry morning ſacrifice. 


People and realms of every ton 
Dwell on his love, with ey tongs 4 
And infant voices ſhall proclaim 
Their early bleflings on his Name. 


| Bleflings abound where'er he reigns ; Þ 


The pris'ner leaps to loſe his chains; 
The weary find eternal reft, 
And all the ſons of want are bleſt. 


Where He diſplays bis healing pow'r, 
Death and the curſe are known no more; 
In Him the ſons of Adam boaſt 

More bleflings than their father loſt, 
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Let 
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Let ev'ry creature riſe, and bring 
Peculiar honors to our King; 


Angels deſcend with ſongs again, 
And earth repeat the loud Amen. 


ps ALM LXXII. 
e my ſupporter and my hope, 
My 


help for ever near, 
Thine arm of mercy held me up, 


When ſinking in deſpair, 


Thy counſels, Lox, ſhall guide my feet, 
Hrough this dark wilderneſs; te 
Thine hand conduct me near thy ſeat, 
To dwell before thy face. 


Were ] in heav'n without my Gop, - | 
"T would be no joy to me; . 
And whilſt this earth is my abode, 
I long for none but Thee. 


What if the ſprings of life were broke, 
And fleſh and heart ſhould faint ! 
Gop is my ſoul's eternal rock, 
The ſtrength of ev'ry faint. 


Behold, the ſinners that remove 
Far from thy preſence, die ; 

Not all the idol gods they love, 
Can ſave them when they cry. 


But to draw near to Thee, my Gon, 
Shall be my ſweet employ ; 

My tongue ſhall ſound thy works abroad, 
And tell the world my joy. 
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PSALM LXXIV. 


| WHY haſt Thou caſt us off, O Gop; 
Wilt Thoa no more return ? 
O why againſt thy chofen flock, 
Does thy fierce anger burn ? 


Think on thine ancient purchaſe, Lozp, 
Thy land and people own, 

By Thee redeem'd, and Sion's mount, 
Where once thy glory ſhone, 


Thy foes blaſpheme thy Name, where late 
hy zealous fervants pray'd; 
The heathen there with haughty pomp, 
Their banners have diſplay'd. 


Ariſe, O Gop, in our behalf, 
Thy cauſe and our's maintain ; 

Remember, how inſulting fools 
Each day thy Name prophane, 


PSALM LXXV. 


1 Name, immortal Gop, thy Name 

Our love and higheſt praiſe ſhall claim; 
Whoſe acts atteſt Thee ever near, | 
And plant within our hearts thy fear. - 


When [, ordain'd the Judge of all, 
T' aſſembled world before ine call, 

I ſhall aſſert th' eternal laws, 

And arbitrate each doubtful cauſe, 


Though 


. 
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gh earth's wide reign before mine eye 
Diſſolv'd in wild confuſion lie, ; 
Secure from lapſe its pillars ſtand, . 


And reſt on my ſupporting hand. 


Lift not the horn, ye ſons of pride, 
Lift not your horn fo high, I cry'd; 
Nor thus my rule oppoſe in vain, 
With ſtubborn neck, and lip prophane. 


For why ? that Gop, who's Judge alone, 
From head to head the regal crown 
Transfers: wealth, honor, pow'r, His doom 
At will ſhall grant, at will reſume. 


Behold Me, conqu'ring in His right, | 
Now cruſh the horn of impious might ; \ 
Now bid the juſt, that proſtrate lies, 

With lifted head triumphant riſe. 


P'SA-LM LXXVI, 


N Judah, Gop Almighty's known, 
A Imighty there by wonders ſhown) 
is Name is great in Iſrael ; 
His ſanctu'ry in Salem ſtands ; | 
The Majeſty, that heav'n commands, 


In Sion condeſcends to dwell, . 


He brake the bow and arrows there, 
The ſhield, the ſword, the glitt' ring ſpear, 
There flain the mighty army lay; 
Whence Sion's fame through earth is ſpread, - 
Of greater glory, greater dread, 
Than hills, where robbers lodge their prey, 
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When Thou, O Jacob's Gop, doſt frown, 
- Both horſe and chariot are o'erthrown, 
And huſh'd-to fleep in endleſs night; 
When Thou, whom earth and heav'n revere, 
Doſt once with wrathful looks appear, x 
What mortal pow'r can ſtand thy fight ? 


* Pronounc'd from heav'n, earth heard its doom, 
Fear'd, and was ſtill, when Thou didſt come, 

The meek with judgment to reſtore : 

The wrath of man ſhall yield Thee;praiſe, 

It's fierce attempts but ſerve to raiſe 

The triumphs of almighty pow'r. 


Vow to the Logp, ye nations, bring 
Vow'd preſents to th' eternal King: 
Thus to his Name due rev'rence pay; 
Who proudeſt potentates can quell, 

To earthly kings more terrible, 
Than to their trembling ſubject 


- 
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Go I cry'd with mournful voice, 


1 I ſoug 
In the ſad d 
And fill'd the night with fear. 


Sad were my days, and dark my nights, 
My ſoul refus'd relief; | 

I thought on Gop, the juſt and wiſe, 
But thought increas'd my grief. 


Still I complain'd, and ſtill oppreſt, 
My heart began to break; 
My Go, thy wrath forbade me reſt, 


ht his gracious ear, 
ay when troubles roſe, 


And kept my eyes awake, 
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My overwhelming ſorrows grew, 
Til I.could ſpeak no more; 

Then I within myfelf withdrew, 
And call'd thy judgments o'er, 


I calPd back years and antient times, 
When I beheld thy face; 

My ſpirit ſearch'd for ſecret crimes, 
That might withhold thy grace. 


I call'd thy mercies to my mind, 
Which | enjoy'd before; | 
And will the 0 no more be kind? 
His face appear no more? 


Will he for ever caſt me off? 
His promiſe ever fail? 

Has he forgot his tender love? 
Shall anger ſtill prevail? 


But I forbid- this hopeleſs thought, 
This dark deſpairing frame, 
Rememb' ring what thy hand hath wrought; 
Thy hand is till the ſame. . 


111 think again of all thy ways, 
And talk thy wonders o'er; 
Thy wonders of recov'ring grace, 
When fleſh could hope no more. 


Grace dwells with juſtice on the throne ; 
And men, that love thy word, 

Have in thy ſanctuary known 
The counſels of the Lord. 
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PSALM LXXVII. 
HA O my people; to my law 


Devout attention lend; 
Let the inſtruction of my mouth 
Deep in your hearts deſcend. 


My tongue, by inſpi ration taught, 
Shall parables unfold; 

Dark ſayings, which we've heard and known, 
Such-as our fathers told. 


We will not hide them from our ſons; 
Our offspring ſhall-be taught ; Oy 
The praiſes of the Lon, whoſe ſtrength 


Has works of wonder wrought. 


For acob He this law ordain'd, 

This league with Iſrael made; 
With charge, to be from age to ages 

From race to race convey'd, 


To teach them, that in Gop alone 
Their hope ſecurely ſtands; 7 

That they ſhould ne'er forget his works, 
But keep his juſt commands. 


: PSALM EXXIX. 


Iſrael's Father and his Gop, ; 
The heathen pow 'rs thy lov'd abode | 


Rapacious ſeize ; ſee ev'ry foe 
Reproach, and fierce deriſion throw. 


See, 


D 


See, Loxp, and ſay how long thine ire 
Shall blaze with unextinguiſti'd fire? 
How long thy flock are doom'd to prave 
The ſad ſuſpenſion of thy love? 


Bleſt Saviour ! let thy pow'r divine 
Conſpicuous in our reſcue ſhine, 
And (Iſrael's treſpaſs purg*d away) 
Thy boundlefs clemency difplay. 


O hear the wretched captives' groan 
The fouls, whom death has mark'd his own ; 
Haſte, Lon, while helpleſs thus we grieve, 
Thy long -loſt people to relieve ! 


So ſhall the flock, acknowledg'd thine, 
To Thee in grateful praiſes join; [ 
And, long as Iſrael boaſts a name, 

From fire to ſon tranſmit thy fame. 


PSALM EREX* 
[4ST Thou not planted with thy hands 7+ 
A lovely vine in heathen lands? 


Did not thy pow'r defend it round, 
And heay'nly dews enrich the ground? q 


How did the ſpreading branches ſhoot, 
And bleſs'd the nations with the fruit? 
But now look down, O Lox, and ſee, 
Thy mourning vine, that Tovely tree. 


Why is its beauty thus defac'd ? 

Why haſt thou laid her fences waſte ? 

Strangers and foes againſt her join, 
And ev'ry beaſt devours thy vine. 


Return 


* u . 


Nor let thy bleeding vineyard mourn: 
Turn us to Thee, thy love reſtore; 
We ſhall be ſay'd, and ſigh no more. 


PSALM IXXX. 
SECOND PART. 


T ORD, when this vine in Canaan grew, 

Thou waſt its ſtrength and glory too! 
Attack'd in vain by all its foes, N 
Till the fair Branch of promiſe roſe. 


Fair Branch, ordain'd of old to ſhoot - 
From David's ſtock, from Jacob's root; 
Himſelf a noble vine, and we 

The leſſer branches of the tree. 


Tis thine own Son; and He ſhall ſtand, 
Girt with-thy ſtrength, at thy right hand, 
Thy firſt-born Son ador'd and bleſs'd 
With pow'r and grace above the reſt, -, 


O! for his ſake attend our cry, 

Shine on thy churches, leſt they die 
Turn us to Thee, thy love reſtore; 
We ſhall be ſav'd to {in no more. 


"PSALM LXXXI. 
T Gop, our never failing ſtrength, 
With loud applauſes ſing: | 


And jointly make a cheerful noiſe 
To Jacob's Gop and King. 
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No Gow, He faith, beſides myſelf, 
Within Thee ſhall be found, 


Nor ſhalt thou worſhip any Gop 
Of all the nations round. 


But they, my choſen race, refus'd 
To hearken to my voice; 

Nor would rehellious Iſrael's ſons 
Make Me their happy choice, 


So I provok'd, refign'd them up 
To ev'ry luſt a prey; 

And in their own perverſe defigns, 
Permitted them to ſtray. 


But O that my deluded flock 
Would my commandments heed; 
And Iſrael in my righteous ways, 
With pious care proceed! 


Then ſhould my heavy judgments fall 
On all that them oppoſe, | 

And my avenging hand be turn'd 
Againſt their num'rous foes. 


Their land with plenty ſhould abound, 
With fineſt wheat their fields; 

And to their taſte th' eternal Rock 
Should richeſt honey yield. 


PSALM LXXXII. 


MONG th' aſſemblies of the great, 
A greater Ruler takes his ſeat ; 


The Gop of heaven, as Judge, ſurveys 
Thoſe gods on earth, in all their ways. 


Why 


unn 


Why will ye then frame wicked laws? 
Or why ſupport th' unrighteous cauſe ? 
When will ye once defend the poor, 
That ſinners vex the ſaints no more? 


* They know not, Lokp, nor will they know; 
Dark are the ways in which they go, 
Their name of earthly gods is vain, 


For they ſhall fall and die like men. 
Ariſe, O Lonp, and let thy Son 


Poſſeſs his univerſal throne, 
5 And rule the nations with his rod: 
He is our Judge, and He our Gon. 


P'S ALM LXXXIIL 


Y Gop, no longer filent ſtand ; 
M No longer let thy pow'rful hand 


Withhold its oft requeſted aid, 
| While thus thy foes our peace invade. 


Behold them, Lox d, their acts employ, 
The beav'n-rais'd people to deſtroy, 

The ſouls, whom, with thy favor crown'd, 
Thy ſecret preſence wraps around. | 


Their leagues, their plans, with frantic aun, 
Againſt Omnipotence they frame; 

And fir'd to rage with fierce alarms, 

The headlong nations ruſh to arms. 


Swift as the fiery deluge ftrays, 
And wraps the foreſt in its blaze; » 
Or, furious, onward as it pours, | 
The mountain's ſhaggy waſte deyours. 


Let 
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Let wild confuſion clothe their cheek, _ 

And teach them, Lox p, thy Name to ſeek, 

While ruin, death, and ſhame, they ſee „ = gon 
To each ordain'd that errs from Thee. | 


« TEROYAH,” ſhall the rebels cry, 

« JEHOV AH only reigns on high, 

« And o'er the earth, from day to day, 
« Aſſerts his everlaſting ſway. 


PSALM LXXXIV. 


OW pleaſant, how divinely fair, 
O LoxDd of bolts, oy dwellings are! 
With long defire my ſpirit faints 
To meet th* aſſemblies of thy ſaints, 


My fleſh would reſt in thine abode, 
My panting heart cries out for Gop ; 
My Gop! My King ! why ſhould I be 
So far from) all my joys and Thee? 


The ſparrow chooſes where to reſt 

And for her young provides her neſt : 
But will my Gop to ſparrows grant 
That pleaſure which his children want? 


Bleſt are the ſaints, who fit on high, 
Around thy throne of majeſty : 
Thy brighteſt glories ſhine above, 
And all their work is praiſe and love. 


hBleſt are the ſouls that find a place 
Within the temples of thy grace; 
There they behold thy geatler rays, 
And ſeek thy face, and learn thy praiſe. 


Bleſt 
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- Bleſt are the men, whoſe hearts are ſet 


To find the way to Zion's gate; 
Gop is their ſtrength ; and thro' the road 
They lean upon their Helper, Gop. 


_ Cheerful they walk with growing ſtrength, 
?Till all ſhall meet in heav'n at length; 


?Till all before thy face appear, 


And join in nobler worſhip there. 


PSALM LXXXV. 


CALVATION is for ever nigh 
To thoſe that fear and truſt the Loxp 
And grace deſcending from on high, 


Freſh hopes of glory ſhall afford. 


Mercy and truth on earth are met, 

Since Cur1sT the Loxp came down from 
By his obedience ſo compleat Theav'n: 
Juſtice is pleas'd, and peace is gi vn. 


Now truth and honor ſhall abound, 
Religion dwell on earth again, 

And heav'nly influence bleſs the ground, 
In our REDEEMER's gentle reign, 


His righteouſneſs is gone before, 

To give us free acceſs to Gop; 

Our wand'ring feet ſhall ſtray no more, 
But mark his ſteps, and keep the road, 


«is 
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PSALM LXXXVL 
12 my complaint, O Loxp my Gov, 


Thy gracious ear incline ; 
Hear mes dftreſe'd and deftitute 
Of all relief but thine. 


Do Thou, O Gon, preſerve my ſoul, 
, That does thy Name adore; . - 
Thy Corvane rinks and him, whoſe truſt 
Relies on Thee, reſtore. 


To as who daily Thee invoke, 
mercy, LoRD, extend: 
| Rette thy ſervant's ſoul, whoſe hopes 
On Thee alone depend. 


Thou, Lord art good; not only good, 
But prompt to pardon too : 

Of plenteous mercy to all thoſe 
Who for thy mercy ſue. 


P 8 ALM LXXXVII. 


G i in this earthly temple lays 


Foundations for his heav'nly praiſe: 
He likes the tents of Jacob well; 
But ſtill in Zion loves to dwell. 


His mercy viſits ev'ry houſe, 

That pay their night and morning yows ; 
But makes a more delightful ſtay, 

Where churches meet to praiſe and pray. 


H What 
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What glories were deſcrib'd of old ? 
What wonders are of Zion told? 

Thou city of our Gop below, 

Thy fame ſhall Tyre and Egypt know. 


Egypt and Tyre, and Greek and Jew, 
Shall there begin their lives anew ; 
Angels and men ſhall join to ſing 

The hill where living waters ſpring. 


When Gon makes up his laſt account 
Of natives in his holy mount, 

*T will be an honor to appear 

As one new-born, or nouriſh'd there. 


PSALM LXXXVIII. 


M* Saviour Gop, by night, by day, 
To Thee I pour my cries ; 

Let my fad plaints, while thus I pray, 
Before thy throne ariſe. 


Low in the depth's unfathom'd night, 
Thou throw'ſt my trembling ſoul]; 

On me thine awful judgments light, 
And all thy tempeſts roll, 


No friendly feet approach me nigh ; 

Abhor'd, as one that's dead, 
To Thee; who only hear'ſt my cry, 

My ſuppliant hands J ſpread. 


O ſay, ſhall mightieſt acts be ſhewn, 

Where death triumphant reigns? - - 

The dead, to make thy wonders known, 
Burſt their ſepulchral chains? 


Shall 
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Shall love, like thine, and truth appear, 
Where darkneſs all things hides? 
Thy righteouſneſs be publiſh'd where 

Forgetfulneſs preſides ? 


Like breaking ſeas, with mighty force, 
Thy terrors bear me down; 

And, with a vaſt united courſe, 
My evr'y comfort drown, 


Fp 


FeS ever ſhall my ſong record 
The truth and mercy of the Loxp : 


Mercy and truth for ever ſtand, 
Like heav'n, eſtabliſh'd by his hand. 


Thus to his Son he ſware, and ſaid, 

4 With Thee my cov'nant firſt is made; 
In Thee ſhall dying ſinners live; 
Glory and grace are thine to give. 


«© Be thou my Prophet, Thou my Prieſt; * 
&« Thy children be for ever bleſt; 1555 
« Thou art my choſen King: thy throne 

« Shall ſtand eternal like my own, 


* There's none of all my ſons above 

«© So much my image or my love; 

«© Celeſtial pow'rs thy ſubjects are 

„Then what can earth to Thee compare? 


© David, my ſervant, whom I choſe : 
To guard my flock, to cruſh my foes, 
„And rais'd him to the Jewiſh throne, | 

& Was but a ſhadow of my Son,” 


H 2 Now 
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Now let the church rejoice, and ſing 
Jzsvs, her Saviour and her King: 
Angels his heav'nly wonders ſhow, 
And faints declare his works below. 


PSALM LXXXIX. 
SECOND METRE. 


LEST are the ſouls that hear and know 
The goſpel's joy ful ſound ; 
Peace ſhall attend the paths they go, 
And light their ſteps ſurround, 


Their joy ſhall bear their ſpirits up, 
Thro' their REDEEMER's Name: 

His righteouſneſs exalts their hope, 
Nor Satan dares condemn. 


The Lox, their glory and defence, 
Strength and ſalvation gives: 

Iſrael, thy KixG for ever reigns ; 
Thy Gop for ever lives. 


FS ALA Ac. 
O Gop, our help in ages paſt, 
Our hope for years to come, 


Our ſhelter from the ſtormy blaſt, 
And our eternal home. | 


Under the ſhadow of thy throne 

Thy ſaints have dwelt ſecure; 
Sufficient is thine arm alone, 

And our defence is ſure. 


PSALMS 


Before the hills in order ſtood, 
Or earth receiv'd her frame, 

From everlaſting Thou art Gop; 
To endleſs years the ſame. 


Thy word commands our fleſh to duſty 
Return ye ſons of men; 

All nations roſe from earth at firſt, 
And turn to earth again. 


A thouſand ages in thy ſight 
Are like an ev'ning gone; 

Short as the watch that ends the night, 
Before the riſing ſun. 


O Gop, our help in ages paſt, 
Our hope for years to come, 

Be T hou our guard while troubles laſt, 
And our eternal home, 


PSALM XCL 


1 ſecret place of Gop moſt high, 
Far, far remov'd from mortal eye, 
The man who hath his dwelling made, 
Shall reſt beneath th' Almighty's ſhade. 


O'er thee his wings the Lord ſhall ſpread, 
And with his feathers guard thy head ; 
And, as with buckler and with ſhield, 
Shall gird thee with his truth reveal'd. 


Nor fear by night ſhall thee diſmay, 

Nor well-aim'd darts, which fly by day; 
The plague which haunts the pallid moon, 
Nor ſickneſs, which. deſtroys at noon, 
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A thouſand ſhall beſide thee lie, 
Ten thouſands at thy right hand die; 
Th' ungodly puniſh'd thou ſhalt ſee, 


My Name JEnovAn He hath known, 
And ſet his love on me alone; 


For this his head aloft I rear, 
And, when He calls upon me, hear. 


In trouble I will Him attend, 

To fave, to honor, and defend; 
Him wilt I ſhew my faving grace, 
And ſatisfy with length of days. 


PSALM Xch. 


WEET is the work, my Gon, my King, 
To praiſe thy Name, give thanks and fing ; 

To ſhew thy love by morning light, 

And talk of all thy vruth- by night. 


Sweet 48 the day of ſacred reſt ; 
No mortal care ſhall ſeize my breaſt : 
O ma my heart in tune be found, 
Like David's harp, of folemn ſound: ! 


My heart ſhall triumph. in my Lok p, 

And bleſs his works, and bleſs his word: 
Thy works of grace how bright they ſhine ! 
How deep thy counſels! how divine! 


Fools never raiſe their thoughts ſo. high; 
Like brutes they live, like brutes they die: 
Like graſs they flouriſh, till thy breath 
Blaſts them in everlaſting death. 


But 
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But I ſhall ſhare a glorious part, 

When grace hath well refin'd my heart, 
And freſh ſupplies of joy are ſhed, 
Like holy oil, to cheer my head. 


Sin (my worſt enemy before) 

Shall vex my eyes and ears no more: 
My inward foes ſhall all be lain, 
Nor Satan break my peace again. 


Then ſhall I ſee, and hear, and know, 
All I defir'd or wiſh'd below; 

And ev'ry pow'r find {ſweet employ 

In that eternal world of joy. 


PSALM XCIL 


J EHOV AH reigns : He dwells in light, 
Girded with majeſty and might: 

The world, created by his hands, 

Still on its farſt foundation ſtands. 


But ere this ſpacious world was made, 
Or had its firſt foundation laid, 

Thy throne eternal ages ſtood ;. 
Thyſelf the ever-living GoD. 


Like floods the angry nations riſes. 
And aim their rage againſt the {kies ; 
Vain floods that aim their rage ſo high! 
At thy rebuke the billows die. 


For ever ſhall thy throne endure; 
Thy promiſe ſtands for ever ſure; 
And everlaſting holineſs 


Becomes the dwellings of thy grace. 
PSALM 


— 
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PSALM XCIV. 
O Gop, to whom revenge belongs, 


Proclaim thy wrath aloud ; 
Let ſoy'reign pow'r redreſs our wrongs ; 
Let juſtice ſmite the proud. 


red ſay, < The Lorp nor ſees, nor hears,” 
: hen will the fools be wiſe? 
Can He be deaf, who form'd their ears ? 

Or blind, who made their eves ? 


He knows their impious thoughts are vain, 
And they ſhall feel his pow'r ; ; 
His wrath ſhall pierce their fouls with pain, 

In ſome ſurprizing hour. 


But if thy ſaints deſerve rebuke, 
Thou haſt a gentler rod; 
Thy providences, and thy book, 
hall make them know their Gop. 
Bleſt is the man thy hands chaſtiſe, 
And to his duty draw: Ct: 
Thy ſcourges make thy children wiſe, 
When they forget thy tame s 
But Gop will ne'er cafl off his ſaints, 
Nor his own promiſe break; 
He pardons his inheritance 


For their REDEEMER's ſake. 


- 
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PSALM XCV. 


ING to the Loxp Jezrovan's Name, 
And in his ſtrength rejoice; 
When his Salvation is our theme, 
Exalted be our voice. "44 


With thanks approach his awful fight, 
And pſalms of honor ſing; | 

The Lorp's a God of boundleſs might, 
The whole ereation's King. 


Come, and with humble ſouls adote; 
Come, kneel before his face: 

O may the creatures of his pow'r 
Be children of his grace! 


Now is the time; He bends his ear, 
And waits for your requeſt: 

Come, leſt He rouſe his wrath, and fwear, 
„% Ye ſhall hot ſee my reſt,” 
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PSALM XCVI. 
ING to the Lozp, ye diſtant lands, 


Ye tribes of ev'ry tongue; | 
His new -diſcover'd grace demands 
A new and noble ſong. 


Say to the nations, IEsus reigns, 
Gop's own almighty Sox; 

His pow'r the ſinking world ſuſtains, 
And grace ſurrounds his throne. - 


Let 
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Let heav'n proclaim the joyful day, 
Joy thro" the earth be ſeen ; 
Let cities ſhine in bright array, 
And fields in cheertul green. 


Let an unuſual joy ſurprize 
The iſlands of the fea; - 

Ye mountains fink, ye vallies riſe, 
Prepare the LorDp his way, 


Behold He comes! He comes to bleſs 

The nations as their Gop : | 
To ſhew the world his righteouſneſs, 
And ſend his truth abroad, 


But when his voice ſhall raiſe the dead, 
And bid the world draw near, 5 
How will the guilty nations dread | 
To ſee their Judge appear! 


PSALM: XCVIL. 
HE reigns, the Loxp the Saviour reigns ! 
Praiſe Him in evangelic ftrains : 


Let the whole earth in-ſongs rejoice, 
And diſtant iflands join their voice. 


Deep are his counſels and unknown; 
But grace and truth fupport his throne + 
Tho” gloomy clouds his way ſurround, 
Juſtice is their eternal ground. 


In robes of judgment, lo, He comes ! 

Shakes the wide earth, and cleaves the tombs : 
Before Him burns devouring fire; 

The mountains melt, the ſeas retire. 


His 


* 
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His enemies, With fore diſmay, - - 
Fly from the fight, and ſhun the day: 


Then lift your heads, ye ſaints, on high, 
And ſing, for your redemption's nigh. 


PSALM XCVI. 
SECOND PART. 


1 Lord is come; the heav'ns proclaim 
His birth; the nations learn his Name: 
An unknown ſtar directs the. road 

Of Eaſtern ſages to their Gop. 


All ye bright armies of the ſkies, 

Go worſhip where the Saviour lies; 
Angels and kings, before him bow ; 
Thoſe gods on high, and gods below. 


Let idols totter to the ground, 

And their own worſhippers confound ; 
But Judah ſhout, but Zion fing, 
And earth confeſs her ſoy'reign King. 


PSALM XCVIL 
THIRD PART, 


H' ALMIGHTY reigns, exalted high 
O'er all the earth, o'er all the ſky; 
Tho? clouds and darkneſs veil his feet, 
His dwelling is the mercy-ſeat. 


O ye that love his holy Name, 

Hate ev'ry work of fin and ſhame; 
He guards the ſouls of all his friends, 
And from the ſnares of hell defends. 


Immortal 
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Immortal light, and joys unknown, 
Are for the ſaints in darkneſs ſown ; 
Thoſe glorious ſeeds ſhall ſpring and riſe, 
And the bright barveſt bleſs our eyes. 


Rejoice, ye.righteous, and record 

The ſacred honors of the Loxp ; 
None but the ſoul that feels his grace, 
Can triumph in his holineſs, 


PSALM XCvIL. 


OY to the world, the Loxp is come! 
| Let earth receive her King : 

Let ev'ry heart prepare him room, 
And all creation ſing, 


Joy to the earth, the Saviour reigns! 

| men their ſongs employ; 

While fields and floods, rocks, bills, and plains, - 
Repeat the ſounding joy. | 


No more let fins and ſorrows grow, 
Nor thorns infeſt th* ground; 
He comes to make his bleflings flow, 

Far as the curſe is found, 


He rules the world with truth and grace, 
And'makes the nations prove 

The glories of his righteouſneſs, 

Aud wonders of his love. 
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"PSALM NCIX. | 


1 Gop JIEHOVAu reigns, 
Let all a nations fear ; 
Let ſinners tremble it his throne, 2 

And ſaints be humble there. 41 


The pow'rs of darkneſs riſe, 
But He s exalted {till ; 

Between the cherubims he fits, 
His mercies to fulfil, 


In Zion is his throne, 
His honors are divine; 7 


His church ſhall make his wonders known, 
For there his glories ſhine, 


8 — 


How wonderful, how great, 
How holy is his Name 

How juft and true are all his ways ! 
From age to age the ſame, | 
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Al. L people that on earth do dwell, 

Sing to the Lord with cheerful voice; 
Him — with fear, his praiſe forth tell, 
Come ye before Him and rejoice. 
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The Lord, ye know, is Gop indeed, 
Without our aid He did us make; 
We are his flock, He doth us feed, 
And for his ſheep He doth us take, 


I | O enter 
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O enter then his gates with praiſe, 
Approach with joy his courts unto; 
Praiſe, laud, — bleſs his Name always, 


For it is ſeemly ſo to do. 


For why ? the Loxp our Gop is good, 
His mercy is for ever ſure: - <4 HR 
His truth at all times firmly ſtood, 

And ſhall from age to age endure. 


A-NNDODIHESR:; 


WWII H one conſent, let all the earth 

| Their tribute to jeHov an bring; 

| Their homage pay with awful mirth, 
And ſongs of praiſe before Him ſing. 
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E 's Gop: 'tis He alone 

Joth life, and breath, and all things give; 
| We are his works, and not our own, 

= The ſheep that on his paſture live, 


O enter then his gates with joy, 

W ith praiſes to his courts repair, 
And make it your divine employ - 

To pay your thanks and honors there. 


8 For He's the Loxp, ſupremely good, 
| His mercy is for ever ſure; f 
= His truth, which always firmly ſtood, 
To endleſs ages ſhall endure. 
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PS ALM C. 


ERC and judgment I will ſing, . 
1 I (ing, OLomp, to Thee; 
O when wilt Thou deſcend, and bring 
Thy light and life to me? 


A perfect way, by wiſdom trod, 
A perfect heart at home; 
A way, a heart, a houſe, O Gop, 
I ſeek, where Thou wilt come. 


Hence ev'ry wicked thing depart ; 
Hence error's works, be gone; 

Let not be here a froward heart, 
Nor wicked perſon known. 


PII ſeek the faithful and the juſt, 
And will their help enjoy: | 
Theſe are the friends that I will truſt, 

The ſervants Fil employ. 


From lyes, from ſl ander, and deceit, 
My dwelling ſhall be free; 

So ſhall it be a dwelling meet, 
Moſt righteous Lok, for Thee. 


PSALM CI. 


T is the Loxp our Saviour's hand 
| Weakens our ſtrength amidſt the race; 
Diſeaſe and death at his command 


Arreſt us, and cut ſhort our days, | 
I's Spare 


6 s A L M s. 


Spare us, O Lon p, aloud we pray, 
0 let our ſun go down at noon; _ 
. Bl years are one eternal day, 


muſt thy children die fo ſoon? 


Yet in the midſt of death and grief, 
This thought our ſorrow ſhall — 
ur FATHER and our SAVIOUR lives 
& CHRIS is the ſame thro” ey'ry age.” 


"Twas He this earth's foundation laid; 
Heav'n is the building of his hand ; 

This earth grows old; theſe beay'ns ſhall fade, 
And all be chang'd at "bis command, 


The ſtarry curtains of the fky, 
Like garments ſhall be laid aſide; 
But ſtill thy throne ſtands firm and high; 
Thy church for eyer muſt abide, 


Before * face thy church ſhall live, 
And on at = children reign; 
This dying world ſhall the or} ſurvive, | 


And the dead ſaints be rais'd again. 


PSALM ClII, 


MY ſoul inſpir'd with ſacred love, 
Gop's holy Name for ever bleſs; 
Of all his favors "mindfal prove, 

And ſtill thy grateful thanks expreſs. 


Tis He that all thy ſins forgives, - 
And after fickneſs makes thee ſound ; 
From danger He thy life retrieves, 
oo” Him with — and mercy erowu d. 


i : The 
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The LoxD abounds with tender love, 

And unexampPd acts of grace 

His waken'd wrath doth flowly move, P 
His willing mercy flies apace. 


Gop will not always harſhly chide, 

But with his anger quickly part; 

And loves his puniſhments to guide 
More by his love than our deſert. 


As high as heav'n its arch extends 
Above this little ſpot of clay ; 

So much his boundleſs love tranſcends 
The ſmall reſpects that we can pay. 


As far as tis from eaſt to weſt, . 
So far has He our fins remov'd; 
Who with a father's tender breaſt, 
Has ſuch as fear Him always lov'd. 


Pw Vp: 
M* ſoul praiſe the Lord; O Lord, Thou 


art mine, LORE 
My Gop very great in wiſdom and might, 
With majeſty clothed, and honor divine, 

And as with a garment, all cover'd with light ! 


As curtains, the heav'ns who ſtretcheſt out 
wide | | | 
Who lays in the deep his bed to retire; _ 
The clouds are his chariot ; on winds He do.h 
ride; 5 
His angels are ſpirits; his miniſters fire. 


1 ©: How 


* 


%% PSALMS. 
How manifold, Lon, the things that are 


made 
Thy works in che earth, » thy works in the len, 
Both full of thy riches ! in both is diſplay'd 


That wiſdom, which only belongeth to hee, 


| 
| 
| 
As long as [ live, vn ſing to the Lonxp, 
| And give laud to Gop, who gives me my days; 
8 This, this with my heart doth moſt ſweetly ac- 
| cord; - | 
il / Bleſs the Lonp, O my ſoul all people, Him 
_ | 

| 


PSALM. ov. 


H E N Iſrael's rides, from e. 
brought, 
| | Forſook the hated ground; 
3 Each ſome Egyptian polls had got, 
And not one 2 found. 


The Lon himſelf choſe out their way, 
And mark'd their journey right; 
Gave them a leading cloud by day, 
A firey guide by night. 


They thirſt; and waters from the rockx 
In rich abundance flow; - 

And follwing ſtill the courſe they took, 
Ran all the deſart through. 8 


0 wond'rous ſtream ! O bleſſed type 

Of Kr Lora 

80 CurisT, our Rock, maintains our r life, 
Thro' all this wilderneſs. 


* 
* Gp 
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» Thus 
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Thus guarded by th' Almighty hand, 
The choſen tribes poſſeſt 
Canaan, the rich, the promis'd land, 
And there enjoy'd their reſt. 


Thes let the world forbear its rage, 
The Church renounce her fear: 

Iſrael muſt live thro” ev'ry age, 
And be th' Almighty's care. 


PSALM c VI. 


Render thanks to Gon above, 
The fountain of eternal love; 
Whoſe mercy firm thro' ages paſt 

Has ſtood, and ſhall for ever laſt. - 


Who can his mighty deeds expreſs? 
Not only vaſt, but nomberleſs: 
What mortal eloquence can raiſe 
His tribute of immortal praiſe ? 


Thy judgments, and thy righteouſneſs, 
Shall thoſe who keep and do them bleſs, 
Such is thy ſaints felicity, | 

And ſuch, Lok, I deſire to fee, 


O may I ſee thy tribes rejoice, 

And aid their triumphs with my yoice; 
This is my glory, LoRD, to be | 
Join'd to thy ſaints, and near to Thee. 


PSALM 


. 
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Laden with grief, they waſte their breath 
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PSALM CVvIL 


| Frou age to age exalt his Name, 
Gop and his grace are {till the ſameg 


He fills the hungry ſoul with food, 


And feeds the poor with ev'ry good. 


But if their hearts rebel, and rife 
Againſt the Gop that rules the ſkies ; 
If they reject his heav'nly Word, 
And flight the counſels of the Lox ; 


He'll bring their-ſpirits to the ground, 


And no deliy'rer ſhall be found; 


In darkneſs and the s of death. 


Then to the Lozp they raiſe their cries, 
He makes the dawning light ariſe, 
And ſcatters all that_diſmal ſhade 


That hung ſo heavy round their head. 


He cuts the bars of braſs in two, 
And lets the ſmiling pris ner through 
Takes off the load of guilt and gric | 


„ 
35 


And gives the lab'ring ſoul relief. 


O may the ſons of men record. | 
The wondrous goodneſs of the Lorp ! 


How great his works! how kind his ways! 
Let evry tongue pronounce his praiſe. 


2 
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PSALM CviII. 


MI heart, O God, my heart is fix d 

To magnify thy Name; 

My tongue ſhall give thee praiſe, my tongue 
The glory of my frame. 


Awake, my lute and harp, while I 
Awake with day to ſing ; 

Among the nations I will ſpeak 
The praiſes of my King. 


Becauſe thy mercy's boundleſs height 
The higheſt heay'n tranſcends ; 
And far beyond th' afpiring clouds - 
Thy faithfulnefs extends, 


Be Thou, O Gon, exalted high ane 
Above the ſtarry frame; | 

And let the earth, with one confent, 
Confeſs thy glorious Name. 


That thy beloved people Thee 
Their Savioux may declare, 
Let thy right hand protect me till, 

And anſwer thou my pray'r. 


PSALM CIX. 


0 ket whoſe former mercies make 
My conſtant praiſe thy due; 

Hold not thy peace, but my fad ſtate 
With wonted favor view. © _ - 


1 
| 
; 
1 
| 
1 
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For ſinful men, with lying lips, 


Deceit ful { es frame, | 
And with their ſtudied flanders ſeek 
To wound my ſpotleſs fame. 


Their reſtleſs hatred prompts them ſtill 
Malicious lyes to iyrond; 
And all again 2 life combine, 


With cauſeleſs ur y led. 


Rok whom with tendereſt love I us is. 

chief oppoſers are 

Whilſt I, of other friends bereft, 
Reſort to Thee by pray'r. 


Then let them curſe but I to Gop 
My thankful voice will raiſes; 

And where the great aſſembly meets, 
There will I ſpeak his praiſe. 


For Him the poor at their right hand, 


Their conſtant friend ſhall have, 
From judgments cruel and unjuſt 


Their righteous ſouls to ſave. 


PSALM cx. 
"TBE Lord unto my Loxp thus ſpake : 


« Till I thy foes thy footſtool make, 


Sit thou in ſtate at my right hand; 
“ Supreme in Zion thou * „ 
4 And all thy proud oppoſers ſee 

6 dubjected to thy juſt command. 


66 Thee, 
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6 Thee, in thy pow'r's triumphant day, 
«© The willing nations ſhall obey; 
And when thy riſing beams they view 
“ Shall all (redeem'd from error's night) 
« Appear as numberleſs and bright, 
« As cryſtal drops of morning dew.” 


The LoxD has ſworn, nor ſworn in vain, 
That, like Melchizedeck's, thy reign 
And prieſthood ſhall no period know; 
No proud competitor to ſit 
At thy right hand will He permit; 
But in his wrath e' en kings o'erthrow. 


The ſentenc'd heathen He ſhall ſlay, 
And fill with carcaſes the way, 
Till He has ſtruck earth's tyrants dead: 
To loweſt ſtate he firſt ſhall tink, 
Of ſorrow's brook on earth ſhall drink, 
And then jn triumph lift his head, EY 


PSALM CXI. 


COXGS of immortal praiſe belong 
To my almighty Gop ; 
He has my heart, and He my tongue, 
To ſpread his Name abroad, N 


How great the works his hands have wrought, 
How glorious in our ſight! 

And men in ev'ry age have ſought 
His wonders with delight. 


1 
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Ho moft exact is nature's frame, 

Hlow wiſe th' eternal mind! 

His counſels never change the (heme, 
That his firſt thought defign'd 


When He redeem'd his choſen ns, 
He fixt his cov'nant fure: 

The orders that his lips pronounce, 
To endlefs years endure. 


Nature and time, and earth and ſkies, 
Thy heav'aly {kill proclaim; 

What ſhalt we do to make us wiſe, 
But learn to read thy Name? 


To fear thy pow'r, to truſt thy grace, 
Is our divineſt {kill ; 

And he's the wiſeſt of our race, 
That beſt obeys thy will. 


FS A L M AI. 
B. ESS ED the man, who Gop doth fear, 


And his commandments loves indeed; 
His ſeed on earth will Gop uprear, 
And bleſs ſuch as from him proceed: 
His riches ſhall not ceaſe to flow; 
His righteoufneſs no end ſhall know. 


Unto the upright doth ariſe 

In trouble joy, in darkneſs light; 

Compaſhon Fables in his eyes, 

And grace is always in his ſight: 
To others good, and prone to lend, 
His own he doth diſcreetly ſpend, 


And 


P.S A L M 8. 
And ſurely he ſhall never fail, 


The object of eternal care; 

11! tidings ſhall not him aſſail, 

He truſts the Lox p, his heart is there: 
His heart is farm, his fears are paſt, 


For all his foes ſhall fall at laſt, 


He hath diſpers'd his bounteous gifts | 
Still to the poor his mercy flows; a+ 7 .<Y 
This, this his horn with honor litts, > 
And grieves his diſappointed foes : 

To their own wickedneſs a prey, 

They gnaſh their teeth, and melt away, 


PS ALM CXIII. 


E ſervants of th' almighty KI Nd, 
In ev'ry age his praiſes ſing; 
Where'er the fun ſhall riſe or ſet, 
The nations ſhall his praiſe repeat. 


Above the earth, beyond the ſky, | 
Stands his high throne of majeſty; | 
| 

| 


Nor time, nor place his pow'r reſtrain, 
Nor bound his univerſal reign. 


Which of the ſons of Adam dare, 

Or angels with their Gop compare ? | 
His glories how divinely bright, ? 
Who dwells in uncreated light! | | 


Behold his love, he ſtoops to view 
What faints above and angels doz _ 
And condeſcends yet mote to know 
The mean affairs of men below, 
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And fits them for their heav'nly türones. 


From duſt and cottages obſcure 
His grace exalts the humble poor; 
Gives them the honor of his ſons, 


PSALM _CXIv. 


WHEN J Jacob's ſons: thro? paths SE 


From Egypt took their way, 
In Judah was "34 — s throne, 
And Iſrael own'd his ſway. 


Old Ocean ſaw them as they came; 
He ſaw and backward fled: 

Recoiling Jordan turn'd his ſtream, 
And fought his fountain head. 


The mountains feel the ſudden ſhock ; 
As rams, from off the ground 

They ſpring : as younglings of the flock, 
The hills affrighted bound. 


Thou Ocean, ſay, why, as they came, 
Thy billows backward fled? 

And what, O Jordan, urg'd thy ſtream, 
To ſeek it's'tountain head ? 


Ye mountains, whence the ſudden ſhock ? 
Why leap ye from the ground, 

As K. as Se of the flock, 
Say why, O hills, ye bound: 2 


Earth, inſtant, to thy loweſt baſe 


Convuls d, avov thy fear, - | 
While heav'n's hi h Lob reveals his e 
While Jacob's Gop is near. 


, Diſſolw'd 
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Diſſolv'd beneath whoſe-potent ſtroke 


The flint a torrent gave; 
Who ſpake ; and from the yielding rock 
Guſh'd forth the bidden e. 


NE unto us, LorD, not to us, 
But Thou, the glory take 
Unto thy Name, e en for, thy truth, 
And for thy mercy's ſake. 


O wherefore ſhould the heathen ſay, 
Where is their Gon now gone ? 


But our Gop in, the heavens is, 
What pleas'd Him He hath done. 


Their idols ſilver are and gold, 
Work of mens hands they be: | 
Mouths have they, but they do not ſpeak; 


And eyes, but do not ſes. 


Ears have they, but they do not hear; 
Noſes, but ſavor not: 


Hands, feet, but handle not, nor walk, 
Nor ſpeak they through their throat. 


Like them their makers are, and all 


On them their truſt that build, 
O Iſrael, truſt then in the Logn, 


He is thei belp and ſhield. 


O Aaron's houſe, truſt in the Lozp, 
Their help and ſhield is He : 
Ye that Fen. Gos, truſt in the Logp, 


Their help and ſhield He'll be. ai 
{+ ep The 
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The Lord of us hath mindful been, 
And He will bleſs us ſtill; 


He will the houſe of Iſrael bleſs, 
Bleſs Aaron's houſe He will. 


Both ſmall and great, that fear the Lozpy, 
He will them ſurely bleſs; 

The Loxp will you, you and your ſeed, 
Ay more and more increaſe. 


Ye are the bleſſed of the Lon D, 
Who made the earth and heay'n. 

The heav'n, the heav'ns are Gon s, but "Y 
The earth to men hath giv'n. 


The dead, who down to ſilence go, 
SGop's praiſe do not record; 

But henceforth we the Lozp will bleſs: 
Fo or ever prov the LORD. | 


PSALM cxvi. 


Love the Lon p: he heard my _ 
And pity'd ev'ry groan: 
Long as 1 live when troubles riſe, 
Pl haſten to his throne, 1 bre 


| I love the Lord : He bow'd his ear, 
And chas'd my griefs away : 

O let my heart no more deſpair, 
While I have breath to pray. 


My fleſh declin'd, my ſpirits fell, 
And I drew near the dead; 

While inward pangs and fear of ben 

n d my TO head. 


41 M y 


fd, 
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My God, I cry” , thy ſeryant ſave, /. 


Thou ever good and juſt ; 


| 101 


Thy pow'r can reſcue from the grave, 


hy pow'r is all my truſt, 


The Loxp beheld me fore diſtreſt, 


He bid my pains remove: 


is loye, 


Return my ſoul to re reſt, 
18 10 


For thou haſt known 


My Goy has ſay'd my ſaul from death, 


And dry'd my falling tears; 


Now to his praiſe I'll ſpend my breath, 


And my remaining years. 


PS AL M CxvII. 


ROM all that dwell below the ſkies, 

Let the Creator's praiſe ariſe; _ 
Let the REDEEMER's Name be ſung, 
Thro' ev'ry land, by ev'ry tongue. 


Eternal are thy mercies, Loxp; 
Eternal truth attends my word: 
Thy praiſe ſhall ſound fr 


om ſhore to ſhore, 


Till ſuns ſhall riſe and ſet no more. 


PSALM. CXV 
- FIRST PART. 


Or the gates of righteouſneſs, 
There let thy ſervant go; 


There let me, Loxp, thy Name 
Where all thy mercies flow. - 


B [1/iti 


— 


III. 


addreſs, 


Behold 
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Behold the ſure Foundation Stone, 
Which Gop in Zion lays, 

To build our heav'nly hopes upon, 
And his eternal praiſe! 


The fooliſh builders, ſcribe and prieſt, 
Reject it with diſdain ; | 

Yet on this Rock the church ſhall reſt, 
And envy rage in vain. 


What tho' the gates of hell withſtood, 
Yet muſt this building riſe : 

"Tis thy own work, almighty Go, 
And wond'rous in our eyes. 


P'S AL M 'CXVIIL 
. SECOND PART. 


HIS is the day the Lon hath made, 

He calls the hours his own; 

Let heav'n rejoice, let earth be glad, 
And praiſe ſurround the throne. 


1 he roſe or left tne dead, 
= Satan's empire fell; 
| To day the-ſaints his triumphs ſpread, 
44 | And all his wonders tell. . 


Hoſanna to th' anointed Kine, | 
To David's s holy Son ! 

Help us, O Loxp; + deſcend and ber 
Salvation from thy thronnmee. 


Bleſt be the Lox, who comes to men 
With meſſages of grace, © 

Who comes in Gop his FATHER's Name, 
To fave our ſinful race. 

| Hoſanna 
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Hoſanna in the higheſt ſtrains 
The church on earth can raiſe; -- 
The higheſt heav'ns, in which he reigns, 
Shall give him nobler praife. _ 


eng 


O That the Loxp would guide my ways 
To keep his ſtatutes ſtill! _ P j 
O that my Gop would grant me grace 
To know and do his will! 


O ſend thy Srixir down to write 
Thy law upon my heart; 

Nor let my tongue indulge deceit, 
Nor act a liar's part. | 


From vanity turn off my eyes; 
Let no corrupt deſign, 

Nor covetous deſire ariſe 
Within this ſoul of mine. 


Order my footſteps by thy word, 
And make my heart ſincere; 
Let fin have no dominion, Lon p, 
But keep my conſcience clear, 


My ſoul hath gone too far aſtray; 
M feet too often flip; 

Yet fince I've not forgot thy way, 
Reſtore thy wand'ring theep, 


Make me to walk in thy commands, 
Tis a delightful road; 

Nor let my head or heart or hands 
Offend againit my Gop, 


PSALM 
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PSALM cxx. 
7 | O Gov I cry'd, with anguiſh ſtung, 
Nor pour'd a fruitleſs pray'r, 4 « 


O-ſave me from the lying tongue, 
And lips that would inſnare. 


Thou child of guilt, to falſhood hank: — 
What, what ſhall be thine end? | 
See ſharpeſt arrows o'er thy head, 
And e coals, impend. 


Ah! woe is me, to Meſech's ſeat, . 
And Kedar's tents confined; 6 
Perpetual inſult doom'd to meet, 
From men of reſtleſs mind. 


When offers mild of peace I make, 
And friendlieſt terms prepare; 
My words their flumb'ring rage awake, 
Aid arm them for the war. 


ps AL * xxl. 


To. heav'n I lift my . „ 
There all my 


- The LoxD who bunt the earth a and Kies, n 
Is my perpetual aid. 


” Their feet ſhall never ſlide or fall, | 
4 Whom he deſigns to keep; | |; 
His ear attends the ſofteſt call; 

= - His eyes can never ſleep. 


. 1 4 

+» H . 

1 76 2 £1 He 
4 —- £ Y - 

v9 


PS 4 L M s. 105 


He will ſuſtain our weakeſt pow'rs . 
With his almighty arm, | 

And watch our moſt unguarded hours 
Againſt impending harm. 


Iſrael, rejoice, and reſt ſecure, 
Thy keeper is the Lord ; 

His wakeful eyes employ his pow'r 
For thine eternal guard, 


"PSALM CXXI. 


He did my heart rejoice to hear 

1 My friends devoutly ſay, 

Up, let us in Gop's houſe appear, "$8748 | 
And keep the ſolemn day. - 


O Salem, faireſt place! our feet 
Within thy gates ſhall ſtand : 

A city, Salem, how complete ! 
It chews it's Builder's hand. 


Thither, with thanks, and joys unknown, 
Jenovan's tribes repair; 

The Son of David holds his throne, 
And fits in judgment there. 


O for the peace of Salem pray, 
For they ſhall proſp'rous be, 
Who to thy temple find the way, 

And bear true loye to Thee, 


Within thy palaces and walls 
May peace and plenty reign ! | 
gy Por my brethren, (pow'rful calls) 
y heart to Thee conſtrain. 


| But 
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But ſtill thy ooble· cauſe t eſpouſe, 
feel a higher claim: 

The Loxn our Gon: here builds his houſe, 
Here puts his holy Name. 


PSALM CXXUL 


O Thou, whoſe grace and juſtice reign, 
Enthron'd above the ſkies, 

To Thee our. hearts would tell, their pain: ; 
To Thee we lift our eyes. 


As ſervants watclt their maſter's band, 
And fear the angry ſtroke; | 
Or maids before their miſtreſs ſtand, 
And wait a peaceful look, | 


So fix'd on Thee, O Lon p our Gov, | 
Our eyes with tears o'erflow, 


Till Thou remove t by chalPing rod, 


And mercy to us 


Have mercy, Lord: for they, who live 
At eaſe, our groans deride ; | 
And thy delays of mercy give 
Freſh courage to their pride. 


Our foes inſult vs, but our bope 
In thy compaſſion Hes 

This thought will bear 6 our ſpiritt v up, 
That Gop will not deſpiſe. 


F 
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PS ALM XXV. 


He not the Lo ab, may Iſrael ſay, | 
Had not the Loxp maintain'd-our fide, 
When men, to make our lives a prey, 


Role like the ſwelling of the tide: _ 


The ſwelling tide bad ſtopp'd our breath, 
So fiercely did the waters roll; „ 
We had been ſwallow'd deep in death; 
Proud waters had o' erwhelm'd our foul. 


We leap for joy; we ſhout and ſing, 
Who juſt eſcap'd the fatal ſtroke: 

So flies the bird wirth-cheerful wing, 
When once the fowler's ſnare is broke. 


For ever bleſſed be the Lorp, 

Who broke the fowler's curſed ſnare; 
Who ſav'd us from the mard'ring ſword, 
And made our lives and ſouls his care! 


Our help is in JEnov an's Name, | 
Who form'd the earth, and built the ſkies : 

He that upholds that wond'rous frame, | 
Guards his own church 'with watchful eyes, 


PSALM CXXV. 


T HOSE that do place their confidence 
| Upon the Lorp our Gop only, 
And flee to Him for their: defence 

In all their need and miſery, 

Their faith is ſure ſtill to endure, 
Grounded on CHR1sT the Corner Stone 
Mov'd with no ill, but ſtandeth flill, 
Stedfaſt like to the Mount Zion. 


- 
* 
6 


And 
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"And as about Jeruſalem _ . 

The mighty hills do it compaſs, 

So that no foes can come to them 

To hurt that town in any caſe. 

So Gop indeed, in ev'ry need, 

His faithful people doth defend, 
Standing them by aſſuredly 3 
From this time forth world without end. 


PSALM CXXVI. 
HEN Zion's bondage Gop reſtor'd, 
We were like them that dream ; 


But ſoon with Jaughter did our mouth, 
Our tongue with praiſes teem. 


Then were the heathen forc'd to ſay, 
* The LoRDp hath great things done :” 
Great things for us the Lorp hath wrought, 
Which we rejoice to own. 


As rivers in the ſouth, O Loxd, 

Again our captives bring. 

We ſow in tears, but when we reap, 
With joy we ſhout and ſing. 


J 


The man who, bearing precious ſeed, 
In going forth doth mourn, 

He doubtleſs, bringing back his ſheaves, 
Rejoicing ſhall return, 


ANOTHER, 


WW HEN Gop reveaPd his gracious Name, 
And chang'd my mournful ſtate, 


| ney rapcory ſeem'd a pleaſing dream, 


he grace appear'd ſo great. 
| The 


4 


— 
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The world beheld the glorious change, 


And did his hand confeſs ;. 

My tongue broke out in unknown ſtrains, 
And ſung ſurpriſing grace. 

The Loxp can clear the darkeſt ſkies, 
Can give us day for night; _ 

Make drops of ſacred {orrow riſe 
To rivers of delight. 77 


Let thoſe, who ſow in darkneſs, wait, 
Till the fair harveſt come, 

They ſhall confeſs their ſheaves are great, 
And ſhout the bleſſings home, 


PSALM CXXVIL 


ÞXCEPT the Loxp do build the houſe, 
The builders loſe their pain: 

Except the Loxp the city keep, 
The watchman wakes in vain. 


Ve riſe up early, late take reſt, 


And eat the bread of care; 
But all in vain. His gift is ſleep, 
Which his beloved ſhare. 


Lo, children are Gop's heritage; 
The womb's fruit his reward: 
Young children as the arrows are, 

For giants hands prepar'd. 


Bleſt who his quiver ſtores with theſe : 
When hoſtile bands are near, 
= ſhall ſpeak with them in the gate, 
ithout or ſhame or fear. 
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PSALM CXXVIIL 


LEST is ORE one that fears the . ' 
And walketh in his ways : 


Thy labor ſhall produce thee meat, 
And happy be thy days. 


Thy wife ſhall, as a fruitful vine 
houſe-ſides, be found; 
Thy Alen, like to olive plants, 
17 hy table ſhall ſurround. 


Behold, the man that fears the Loxn, 
Thus blefled mall he be: 

The Lord ſhall out of Zion give 
His blefling unto thee. - 


Thou ſhalt Jerus 'Jem's good behold, 
Whilit thou on earth doſt dwell : 

Thou ſhalt thy children's children lee, 
A peace on Iſrael. 


PSALM CXXIX. 


cc OFT aid they vex me Gm my youth,” 
May Ifract now declare : 
6c Oft did they vex me from my youth, - 
66 Yet not victorious were. 


«© The clown plow 'd-upon my back; 
„They long their furrows drew: 


6 The righteous Lord hath cut the cords 
6 0 the ungodly crew, 


Let 


a 111 


_ Let all that our lov'd Zion hate, 
With ſhame be overthrown ; 1 
As fading as the houſe · top graſs, ' 
Which withers ere it's grown, 


Whereof enough to fill his hand, 
The mower doth not find; 

Nor can the man his boſom fill, 
Whoſe work is ſheaves to bind. 


Whereof none ſay, as they paſs by, 
«© God's bleſhng on you reſt; 

« We wiſh you, in ]ERovan's Name, 
6% We with you to be bleſt,” - 


PSALM Cxxx. 


ROM loweſt depths of woe, 
To Gap I'ſent my cry; 
Loxp hear my ſupplicating voice, 
And gracioufly reply. 


Should'ſt Thou ſeverely judge, 
Who can the trial bear ? 

But Thou forgiv'ſt, left we deſpond, 
And quite renounce thy fear. 


My ſoul with patience waits 
For Thee the living Loxp ; 
M 3 bopes are on thy promiſe built, 
Thy never-failing world. 


My longing eyes look out 
For thy Wy arc ray, 

More duly than the morning watch 
To ſpy the dawning day. 


+ I Let 
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Let Iſrael truſt in Gop - 
No bounds his mercy knows; 


- 


The plenteous ſource and ſpring from whence 


Eternal fuccour flows. 


Whoſe friendly ſtreams to us 
Supplies in wat convey; 


A healing ſpring, a ſpring to clean(e, 
And waſh our guilt W 


Wo SA LM CXXXI. 


N me, O Lox, an haughty mind, 
And lofty eyes, Thou ſhalt not find: 
Great things do not attract my view, 
Nor do my thoughts high things purſue, 2 


Thou ſeeſt in me behaviour mild, 


A ſoul as humble as the child; 


The child who meekly ſinks to reſt, 
Wean'd from the tender parent's breaſt, 


More tender than that parent ſee 
"The Loxn, O lirael, cheriſh thee: 
To lateſt times on Him depend, 


Thy Guide, thy Guardian, and thy Friend, | 


PSALM CXXXIL 


A BE, O Kins of grace, ariſe, 
And enter into re 


Lo! thy church waits with longing eyes, 
Thus to be own'd and bleſt. 
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Enter with alt thy glorious train, 
Thy SPIRIT and thy word: 
All that the ark did once contain, 
Could no ſuch grace afford. 


Here, twighty Gop, accept our vows, 
Here let thy praiſe be ſpread, - In 
Bleſs the proviſions of thy houſe, 
And fill thy poor with bread. 


Here let the Son of David reign; 
Let Gon's Anointed ſhine ; . 


Juſtice. and truth his court maintain, 
With love and pow'r divine. 


Here let him hold a lafting throne, 
And as his kingdom grows, 

Freſh honor ſhall adorn his crown, 
And ſhame confound his foes. 


PSALM - CXXXIIL 


LC. what an entertaining ſight 
Are brethren that agree, 
Brethren, whofe cheerful hearts unite 
In bands of piety !- RIES 


When ftreams of love, from CHR fs the ſpring, 
Deſcend to ev'ry ſou}, 


And heav'nly peace with balmy wing, 
Shades and bedews the whole: 


Tis like the oil divinely ſweet, 
On Aaron's rev'rend head, 


The trickling drops perfum'd his feet, 
And o'er his garments ſpread. - 


L 3 'Tis 
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Tis pleaſant as the morning dews 
That fall on Zion's hill, 


"PSALM CXXXIV. 


Bor, and have regard, 

All ſervants of the Lonp, 

Who in his houſe by night do ſtand, 
Bleſs Him with one accord. 


Lift vp your holy hands, 

And ſeek JERovAn's face; 
1 he praiſes of IEHO vA ſing, 

His benefits embrace. 


The Lord of heay'n and earth, 

Who heay'n and earth did frame, 
From out of Zion thee will bleſs, 

While thou doſt bleſs his Name. 


PSALM CXXXV. 


RAISE ye the LoxH, exalt his Name, 
While in his holy courts ye wait ; 
Ye faints that to his houſe belong, 
Or ſtand attending at his gate. 


Praiſe ye the LoxD ; the Lond is good; 
To praiſe his Name is ſweet employ : 
Iſrael he choſe of old, and fill 
His church is his peculiar joy, | 
The 


PSA 1L Mu s. 


The Lon himſelf will judge his ſaints, 
He treats his ſervants as his friends; 

And when he hears their ſore complaints, 
Repents the ſorrows that he ſends. 


Thro' ev'ry age the Lox p declares 
His Name, and breaks th' oppreſſor's rod: 
He gives his ſuff ring ſervants reſt, 

And will be known th' Almighty Gop. * 


Bleſs ye the Loxp, who taſte his love, 
People and prieſts, exalt his Name: 
Amongf his ſaints he ever dwells, 

His church is in Jeruſalem. 


PSALM CXXXVI. 
Comme the Lond, that he is good, 


His mercy is for ever ſure: 
Confeſs Him Gop of gods, and fay, 
His mercy ever doth endure. 


Confeſs Him Lonp of lords; and that 
His mercy is for ever ſure: 

Who doeth wonders great alone; 
His mercy ever doth endure. * 


"The heavens He by wiſdom made; 
His mercy is for ever ſure: 

He na the earth above the ſea; | 
His mercy ever doth endure. 


He made great lights, the ſun for day; 
His mercy is for ever ſure: _ 
The moon and ftars, to rule the night; 
His mercy ever doth endure, ' 


ak P 8 A LM 8. 
He Egypt in their firſt-born ſmote.; | 


His mercy is for ever fure: - 
And Ifrael from among them P's "HD 
His mercy ever doth endure, 


He lov'd us in our fallen ſtate; 

His merey is for ever fure: 
And hath redeem'd us from our foes; 
His mercy ever doth endure. 


He giveth life and food to all; 

His mercy is for ever ſure: 

Therefore confeſs Him Gop of heav'n; 
| Whoſe mercy ever doth endure. 


 _PÞP-SAL M- CxXXVII. 
WIN we, our _y limbs to reſt, 
Sat down by proud Euphrates fream, 


We wept, with doleful thoughts oppreſt, 
- And Sion was our mournful theme. 


Our harps, that when with joy we ſung, 
Were wont their tuneful part to bear, 
With filent ſtrings neglected hung 

On willow trees, that wither'd there. 


Mean while our foes, who all conſpir'd 
To triumph in our {laviſh wrongs, 
Muſic and mirth of us r uir'd : 
«© Come, fing us one of Sion's ſongs.” 


How ſhall we tune our voice to fing ? 
Or touch our harps with ſkilful bands? 
Shall hymns of joy to Gop our King, - 
Be ſung by ſlaves in foreign lands? 


ug | O Salem ! 


PSALMS. iy 
O Salem! once our happy ſeat, ta 14 

When I of thee forgetful prove, _ e. — 
Let then my trembſing hand forget 

The ſpeaking ſtrings with art to move. 


If I to mention thee forbear, 

Eternal filence ſeize my tongue: 

Or if 1 ſing one cheerful air, 1 
Till thy deliv'rance is my ſong. 


PSALM CXXXVIN. 


WV all my pow'rs of heart and tongue, 
L' praiſe my Maker in my ſong; 

Angels ſhall hear the notes I raiſe, 

Approve the ſong, and join in praiſe, 


P11 fing thy truth and mercy, Lomp ; 
Il! ſing the wonders of thy word; 
Not all thy works and names below, 
So much thy pow'r and glory ſhew. 
To God I cry'd when troubles roſe, | 
He heard me and ſubdu'd my foes, 1 
He did my rifing fears controul, | ; 
And ſtrengch diffas'd thro? all my ſoul, © 


The Gop of heay'n maintains his ſtate, | 
Frowns on the proud, and ſcorns the great: 
But from his throne deſcends to ſee | 
The ſons of humble poverty. 


Amidſt a thouſand ſnares I ſtand, k 
Upheld and guarded by thy hand; 
Thy words my fainting ſoul revive,” 

And keep my dying faith alive. © © 


Grace 
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Grace will complete what grace begins, 
To ſave from ſorrows pray A begir : 


The work that Wiſdom undertakes, 
Eternal mercy ne'er forſakes. 


PSA L M CXXXIX, 


_ PNallmy my vaſt concerns with Thee, 
In vain my ſoul would try 

To ſhun thy preſence, Lox, or flee 
The notice of thine eye. | 


Thy all-furrounding fight ſurveys 
- My rifing and my reſt, * 
My public walks, my private ways, 
And ſecrets of my breaſt. 


My thoughts lie-open to the Lon, . 
efore they're form'd within; | 
And ere my ips pronounce the word, 
He knows the feaſe 1 mean. 


O wond'rous knowledge, deep and high! g 
Where can a creature hide? 

Within thy circlin arms I lie, 
Beſet on ev TY * 


So let thy grace ſurround me gin, 
And Bike a bulwark prove, 

To guard my ſoul from ev'ry ill, 
Secur'd by ſov'reign love. 


Lox, where ſhall guilty ſouls retire, 

Forgotten and unknown ? 

In hell they meet thy dreadful fire, 
In heay'n'thy glorious throne. 


£38 Should 
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Should I ſuppreſs my vital breath, 


_—_ ſcape the wrath divine, 


voice would break the bars of death, 
1 make the grave reſign. 


If, wing d with beams of morning light, 
1 fly beyond the weft, 


Thy hand, which muft ſupport my fight, {1 
Wou'd f ſoon betray my reſt. 


If o'er my fins I think to draw 
The curtains of the night, 


Thoſe flaming eyes, that guard thy law, 
Wou'd turn the ſhades to light. 


The beams of noon, the midnight hour, 
Are both alike to Thee: 


O may 1 neler provoke that po. r, 
From nne 


PSALM CXL. 


PRESERVE me, Lox, from crafty foes, 
Of treacherous intent; 


And from the ſons of violence, 
On open miſchief bent. 


Their ſland'ring tongues the ferpent's Ring 
In ſharpneſs doth 2 - 


Between their lips the gall of aſps 
And adders venom breed. 


But thus encompaſs d with diſtrefs, 
Thou art my Go, I faid: 


Lorp, hear my ſupplicating voice 
That calls to Thee for ald. 


Permit 


Permit not their unjuſt deſigns 
To anſwer their deſire 
Left they, encourag d by ſucceſs, 
To bolder crimes aſpire. 


Though flander's breath may raiſe a ſtorm, 

It quickly will decay: | 
Their rage does but the torrent ſwell, 

That bears themſelves away. 


Gop will aſſert the poor man's cauſe, - 
And ſpeedy ſuccour give: 
Surely the juſt ſhall praiſe his Name, 
And in his preſence live. | 


: "PSALM CXIL 
M Sor, accept my early vows, 
| Like morning incenſe in thy houſe, 
And let my nightly worſhip riſe 
Sweet as the ev'ning ſacrifice. 


Watch o'er my lips, and guard them, Loxp, 
From ev'ry raſh and heedleſs word; | 
Nor let my feet incline to tread 

The guilty paths where ſinners lead. 


O may the righteous, when 1 ſtray, 
Smite and reprove mY wand'ring way! 
Their gentle words, like ointment ſhed, 


Shall never bruiſe, but cheer my head. 


When I behold them preſt with grief, 
PH cry to heav'n for their relief, 
And by my warm petitions prove, 


How much I prize their faithful love, 
A PSALM 
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PSALM CXLL' 


F- Gop I made my ſorrows 'known g 
From Gop I ſought relief; 


In long complaints before his throne, 274 
I pour'd out all my grief. 


| x1. 03 29M 
ſoul was overwhelm'd with woes, 1G 341.7 
1 heart began to break; 


ob, who be al my burdens Eno, f 
e knows the way I take. 


On ev'ry fide I caſt mine eye, 
And found my helpers gone; 


While friends and ftrangers paſt me bn iT 
Neglected or unknown. d of 


Then did I raiſe a louder cry, 
And calld'thy mercy near: 

Thou art my portion when I die; 
Be Thoa my refuge here. 


SS  # 
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From my ſad priſon ſet me free, ” 
Then ſhall | pra praiſe thy Name; 
And holy men ſhall join "wh me | 
Thy kindneſs to proclaim, _ 2 


PS ALM CXIIII. 


Y righteous Judge, my gracious Goa 
M Hear when ! ſpread my hands abroad, 
And cry for ſuccour from thy throne ; 


O make thy truth and mercy known! 
M Let 
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Let judgment not againſt me paſs; 
Behold thy ſervant pleads thy grace: 
Should jullice call us to thy bar, 
No man alive is guiltleſs there. 


Look down in pity, LorD, and ſee 
The mighty woes that burden me; 
Down to the duſt my life 1s brought, 
Like one — pi_h and forgot, 


I dwell in darkneſs, and unſeen ; 
My heart is deſolate within; 

My thoughts in muſing filence trace 
The ancient wonders of thy grace, 


Thence I derive a glimpſe of hope, 
To bear my ſinking ſpirits up; 

I ftretch my hands, to Gop again, 
And thirſt e parched lands for rain. 


For Thee I thirft, I pray, I mourn; 
When will thy ſmiling face return ? 
Shall all my joys on earth remove, 
And Gop for ever bide his love? 


My Gon, thy long delay to ſave, 

Will fink thy pris'ner to the grave; 

My heart grows faint, and dim mine eye; 
Make haſte to fave before I die. 


The night is witneſs to my tears, 
Diſtreffing pains, diſt reſſing fears; 

O might I hear thy morning voice, 

How would my weary'd pow'rs rejoice ! 


P 8 AL MS. 


In Thee I truſt, to Thee I figh, | 

And lift * heavy ſoul on high; | 
For Thee ſit waiting all the day, 

And wear the tedious hours away. 


Break off my fetters, Lord, and 'fhew + 
The path in which my feet ſhould go: 

If ſnares and foes beſet the road, 

] flee to hide me near my Gon. 


Teach me to do thy holy will, 
And lead me to thy heav'nly hill; 
Let the good Spi of thy love 
Conduct me to thy courts above. 


Then ſhall my ſoul no more complain; 
The tempter then ſhall rage in vain; 
And fleſh, that was my foe before, 


Shall never vex my ſpirit more, 


PSALM CxIAv. 


R ever bleſſed be the Lord, 
My Saviour and my ſhield; 
He ſends his Sy1nIT with his word, 
To arm me for the field. N 
When fin and hell their force unite, 
He makes my foul his care; f 


Inſtructs me to the heav'nly fight, 
And guards me thro' the war. 


A Friend and Helper ſo divine, 
Does my weak courage raiſe; 

He makes the glorious vict'ry mine, 
And His ſhall be the praiſe. 


M 2 Lon, 


"My FAILS. 


Lon, what is man! poor ſinful man? 

Born of the earth at firſt ; 
His life a ſhadow, . and vain, 
Still haſt' ning to the duſt. 


O what is feeble, dying man, 
Or any of his race! 

That God ſhould make it his concern 
To viſit him with grace! 


That Gop, who darts his lightnings n 
Who ſhakes the worlds above; 

And mountains tremble at his frown: : + 
How wond'rous is his love ! | 5 


PS A LM  CXLV. 


SWEET. is the mem ry of thy grace, 
My Gop, my heav'nly King! 

Let age to age thy righteouſneſs 
In ſounds of glory ſing. 


Gop reigns on high, but not conſines 15 4. 
His goodneſs to the ſkies ; 

Thro' the whole earth his bounty ſhines, 
And ev'ry want ſupplies. 


With longin eyes th. creatures wait 
On Thee for daily food; 


Thy lib'ral hand provides their meat, 
And fills their — with good. 


How kind are thy compaſſions, Loxp! 
How flow thine anger moves ! 

How ſwiftly runs his healing word, 
To cheer the ſouls he loyes. 


Creatures, 
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Creatures, with all their endleſs ew: dt 
Thy pow'r and praiſe proclaim; — 

But ſaints, that taſte thy richer grace, 
Delight to bleſs thy Name. 


PSALM CXLVI. 


RAISE ye the Lorp, my heart ſhall join 
In work ſo pleaſant, ſo divine, 28 
Now while the fleſh is mine abode, 
And when my ſoul aſcends to Gon, 


Praiſe ſhall employ my nobleſt pow'rs, 

While immortality endures : 

My days of praiſe ſhall ne'er be paſt, _ 
White ſoul, and thought, and being laſt. 


Why ſhould I make a man my truſt? 
Princes muſt die and turn to duſt ; 


Their breath departs, their pomp and pow'r, | 
And thoughts all vaniſh in an hour. 


wy 


* 


4 
Happy the man whoſe hopes rely 

On Iſrael's Gop; He made the ſky, 

And earth, and ſeas, with all their train; 

And none ſhall find his promiſe vain. 


His truth for ever ſtands ſecure; 

He ſayes th' oppreſt, he feeds the poor; 

He ſends the lab'ring conſcience peace, 1 
And grants the pris ner ſweet releaſe. 77 


The Loxp hath eyes to give the blind; 
The Lorp ſupports the Paking mind; 
He helps the ſtranger in diſtreſs, 

The widow and the fatherleſs. 


M 3 He 


—ͤ— —̃ — —— > 
n — 9 » N 


3 —_ 
+ » TS bs 3 


r 93 * 


- > ane + vt 


hon —— — — — — 


* 
1 25 1 
— 


re 


126 PSALMS... 


He loves his ſaints, he knows them well; 
But turns the wicked down to hell : 

Thy Gon, O Zion, ever reigns ; 

Praiſe Him in everlaſting ſtrains. 


P SAL M CXLVII. 
JRAISE ye the Lonp ; tis good to raiſe 
Our hearts and voices in his praiſe: 
His nature, and his works invite, 

To make this duty our delight. 


He form'd the ſtars, thoſe heav'nly flames; 


He counts their numbers, calls their names : 


His wifdom's vaſt, and knows no bound; 
A deep where all our thoughts are drown'd ! 


Great is-the Lord, and great his might, 
And all his glories infinite: 
He crowns the meek, rewards the juſt, 


And treads the wicked to the duſt. 


His ſaints are lovely in his fight ; 

He views his children with delight: 

He ſees their hope, He knows their fear, 
And loves and keeps his image there. 


3 


Praiſe God, from whom all bleſſings flow; 
Praiſe Him all creatures here below; 

Praiſe Him above, ye heav'nly hoſt : 

Praiſe FATHER, Sox, and HoLy GnosrT. 


— 


PSALM 
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PSALM cxlvm. 


F[ALLELUJAH! 2 * the heav'n, 
Praiſe unto the Loxp be giv'n! 
To the Gop fupremely great. 
Hallelujah in the heig] t. 


Praiſe Him, all ye angels, praiſe; 
All his boſts, your voices raiſe : 

Sun by day, and moon by night, | 
Praiſe Him, all ye ſtars of — 2 4 


Heav'n of heav'ns, his awful ſeat, | 
Waters high, his praiſe repeat : 
Let them praiſe thy Name, O Ls 
All created by the word. 


All, eſtabliſh'd by thy Youu oh 

Ever and for ever ſtand ; 

Ne'er to paſs the firm decree, : 
Once for all pronounc'd by Thee, 


HALLELUJAH, from the earth! | | 
All to which the ſea gives birth, _ 7 
All that on its ſurface leaps, n 
Praiſe Him, dragons, and all deeps. 


Batt' ring hail, and fires that glow, - 
Streaming vapours, plumy ſnow ; 
Wind and ſtorm (his wrath mcurr'd} 


Wing'd and pointed at his word. 


Praiſe Him hills, and mountains all, 
Fruitful trees, and cedars tall ; 
Beaſts, and cattle, creeping things, 
Birds that ſoar on n lofty Wings. 
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Kings and nations of the earth; 

Jadges, all of princely bitth; | 
outhful bands, and virgin choir, | 


Liſping babe, and , fire. N 


Saints, whom he ſo high doth raiſe, 
He is your peculiar praiſe 
Near to Him, your voices join, 
Praiſe, O praiſe, the Name divine. 


PSAL M cxlix. 
O Praiſe ye the Lorp, prepare your glad 


void 
His praiſe } In the great aſſembly to ſi ing. ; 
In our great Creatot Tet Iſrael rejoice, | 
And children of Sion be glad i in their King. 


Let them his great Name extol in the dance; 
With timbrel and harp his praiſes expreſs ; 
Who always takes pleaſure his faints to ad- 

vance, | 


And with his fidwiation the wats to bleſs, 


With glory adorn'd his people ſhall ſing 

_ToGop, who their beds with ſafety does ſhield; 

Their mouths fill'd with praiſes of Him their 
great King; 

Whilſt a two-edged * their right hand 
ſhall wield, ; 


Jon vengeance to take for i injuries FIN 

o puniſh thoſe lands for ruin defign'd ; 
With 2 as A to tie their kings 
Wich fetters of i iron their nobles to bind. * 


Thus 
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Thus ſhall they make good, when them they 


. deſtroy, © *- 
The dreadful decree which God 30 road 
Such honor and triumph his ſaints ſnall enjoy 
O therefore for eyer exalt his end Name. 


SA LN 0. 


Praiſe the Lon 3 in that bleſt place, an 

From whence his goodnels largely flows; 
Praiſe Him in heav'n, where He his face 
Unveil'd in perfect glory news. 


Praiſe Him for all the mi bty as TP A 
Which He in our behalf has done; 
His kindneſs this return exacts,  . . 

With which our praiſe ſhould equal run. 


Let the ſhrill trumpet's warlike voice 
Make rocks and hills his praiſe rebound ; © 7 
- Praiſe Him with harp' s melodious noiſe, J 

And gentle pſalt'ry's ſilver ſound, 


«aA wm. 


Let virgin troops ſoft timbrels bring, 
And ſome with graceful motion dance 
Let inſtruments of various ſtrings, 
With organs join'd, his praiſe 1 FN 


Let them who joyful hymns compoſe, | 
To cymbals ſet their ſongs of praiſes  *© 
Cymbals of common uſe, and thoſe 
That loudly ſound on ſolemn * 


Let all chat vital breath enjoy, : 
The breath He does to them afford, / 1 
In juſt returns of praiſe employ : abs 
Let ev'ry creature praiſe the Lony. 


DO X- 


6300 » 


> DOXOLOGIES. 
Nov to the great and Berk Tn kx, | 
The , Sox, and SP1R1T, be 
Eternal praiſe and glory giv'n, 
Thro' all the worlds 3 God is known, 
By all the angels near the throne, 
And all the faints in earth and heav'n, 


ANOTHER. 


TO; praiſe the FaTHER, and the Sox, 

And Spitr, all divine, 

The One in Three, and Three in One, 
Let Luots and-angets | Join. 


ANOTHER. 


P AISE Ger, from whom all bleffings ok; 
| Praife Him all creatures here below ; 
Praife Him above, ye heay'nly hoſt : 


Praiſe FATHER, SON, and HoLy GHOST. 


ANOTHER. 


| 1 Farnts, Sox, and HoLy GrosT, 
One Gon, whom we adore, 
Be glory, as it-was, is now, 


And ſhall be evermore. 


ANOTHER. 


Gop, the FATHER, Sox, 
And SyirIT, Fee be Dez 
1 was, it is, and ſhall be 
Io all eternity. 
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ANOTHER. 


FATHER, Sox, and HoLy GrosT, 
All praiſe and glory be therefore, 
As in beginning was, is now, 
And ſo ſhall be for evermore. 


ANOTHER. 


A glory to th' eternal THREE, 

The FATHER, SON, and SPIRIT, be, 
The Gop whom we adore : 

That glory which thro' ages paſt 

Unchang'd has ſtood, and yet ſhall laſt, 

When time ſhall be no more, | 


ANOTHER. 


| th' Eternal THREE be giv'n 
| Praiſe on earth, and praiſe in heay'n ; 


Such as was thro? ages paſt, 
Is, and ſhall for ever laſt. 


ANOTHER. 


Y angels in heav'n, of ev'ry degree, 
And ſaints upon earth, all praiſe be addreft, 
As it has been, now is, and ever ſhall be, 
To God in three Perſons, one Gop ever bleſt. 
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HYMN: 


FTVHE Saviour calls—let ev'ry ear 
Attend the heav'nly ſound ; 
Let ev'ry trembling ſoul appear, 
Where faith and hope abound. 


Where grace in ſtreams ſalubrious flows, 
To ſearch the depths of fin ; 

To heal the godly mourners woes, 
And make them pure within, 


Where JEsus, ſource of ev'ry good, 
Diſplays his wond'rous Name ; 

Records the ſhedding of his blood, 
And bids it flow the ſame, 


Where the eternal Spixrr waits 
The ſons of Gop to fill, 

And teach them within Sion's gates, 
Their heay'nly FATHER's will. 


N _ FATHER, 
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IF HOU hidden Love of Gop, whoſe height, 
I ſee from far th 
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'FATHER, whoſe boſom teem'd with grace, 
And gave thine only Son, e 
To ſnatch from death a fallen race, 
And raiſe them to thy throne; 
The Srmrr of thy Som impart.; 
Inforce his goſpel call: 
Be Abba cry'd in ev'ry heart ; 
Be Jesvs All in all. 


"HYMN . 


Depth, lengthand breadth, all ſaints admire, 
beauteous light, 

To comprehend Thee I aſpire ; 

My heart is mov'd, nor can it be 

At reſt, until it reſts in Thee. 


Is there a thing beneath the ſun, 

That ſtrives with Thee my heart to ſhare ? 
Ah! tear it thence, and reign alone 

The Lord of ev'ry motion there: 

Then ſhall my heart indeed be free, 
When it has found repoſe in Thee. 


O wean me from myſelf, that I 


No more, but CHRIS H may in me live; 


My vile affections crucify, 
Nor let one 2 luſt ſurvive. 
In all things may I nothing ſee, 


Nothing deſire or ſeek but Thee, 


Each moment draw from earth away 
My heart, that waits thy call divine; 
Speak to my inmoſt ſoul, and ſay, 
J am the living Gop, and thine.” 


To feel thy pow'r, to hear thy voice, 


To taſte thy love, be all my choice. 
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HYMN III. 


Ove, thou wounded LANE of Gop 
Come, waſh us in thy cleanſing blood 
Give us to know thy love, then pain | 
Is ſweet, and life or death is gain. 


How can it be, thou heav'nly King, 
That thou ſhould'ſt man to glory bring: 
Make ſlaves the part'ners of thy throne, 
And give then an unfading cron | 


Ah, Lord, enlarge our —_— —— 
To know the wonders Thou haſt wrought ; 
Unlooſe our ſtamm' ring tongues to tell 
Thy love, immenſe, unſearchable ! - 


Expand our hearts, but let them be 
For ever clos'd to all but Thee; 

Our ſpirits with thy Spit ſeal, 
And there thy glorious ſelf reveal. 


Firſt born of many brethren, Thou! =. 
To Thee both earth and heav'n muſt bow: 
Then come, and in us ſolely reign ; 

To live be CarisT, to dis be gain, 


HYMN 1y.' 


ND will the Lond thus condeſcend 
To viſit ſinful worms ? | 
Thus at the door ſhall Mercy ſtand, 
In all her winning forms? | 


N. 2 Amazing 
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Amazing grace! and ſhall m heart 
Unmov'd and cold remain ? 
Has this hard rock no tender part? 


Muſt Mercy plead in vain? 


Shall IEs us for admiſſion ſue, 
His charming voice unheard? 
And this vile heart, his rightful due, 
Remain for ever barr'd ? - | 


Satan, alas ! with tyrant power, 
The lodging hath poſſeſs d; 

And legions watch, to — the door 
Againſt the heav'nly Gueſt. 


But, LozD, exert thy conqu ang grace; 
Thy . might Fe play : 

. One beam glory from thy nes: 
Can drive my toes away. 


HYMN V. 


ND is * 2 Loxp, a doubt 
If in my eaſt Thou reign'it alone? 


O find the ae rival out, 
And drag the traitor from the throne. 


Would earth's deluſive trifling charms 
Aſſume a pow'r above thy Name? 
Stab each uſurper in my arms, 

And vindicate thy anne claim, 


purchaſe, duty, ev'ry tie, 
V choice itſelf, L, Lam thine ; 
Maintain thy right, or let me die, 
Leſt from thy love my ſoul decline. 


1 


— 


* 
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If my unſteady heart would rove, 

( And well thou know'ſt its treach'rous frame) 
If ought below or ought above ö 
Would ſhare or quench the ſacred flame; 


Chaſe the curs d object from my ſoul; 

Fhence, thence the twining miſchief tear: 

Reign, Thou, the ſoy'reign of the whole; 

Be Fd of ev'ry motion there, a 


HYMN. VL 


1 only Sov'reign of my heart, 
My Refuge, my almighty Friend! 
And can my ſoul from Thee depart, 
On whom alone my hopes depend ? 


Whither, ah! whither ſhall I go, 
A wretched wand'rer from my Lord ! 
Can this dark world of ſin and woe 


One glimpſe of happineſs aord ?. 


Eternal life thy words impart ; 

On Thee my fainting ſpitit lives: 
Here ſweeter comforts cheer my heart, 
Than all the round of nature gives. 


Let earth's alluring joys combine; 
While Thou art near, in vain they call: 
One ſmile, one bliſsful ſmile-of thine, 
Almighty LoRD, outweighs them all. 


Low at thy feet my ſoul would lie, 
To hear and mark thy words divine: 
O let me live beneath thine eye; 
For life, eternal life is thine, 


N3, HYMN: 


HYM N 8. 


HYMN VII. 


JOATHER of Mercies, in thy word 
What endleſs glory ſhines! 
For ever be thy Name ador'd 

For theſe celeſtial lines : 


Lines, which thy ſhad'wy pencil drew, 
That dark deceived man 

Thine image loſt again might view, 
Thy lot perfections ſcan. 


Here, as from ſalvation's well, 
The ſprings of comfort riſe 
That they, who've drank the depths of hell, 
Of life may draw ſupplies. 
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Here from the all- creating Loxp, 
The rich repaſt is Ad ; 

Je$vs, the ſouPs reſtoring Word; 
Ixsus, the Bread of heay'n, 


Hongry and thirſty here repair, 
Here life and ſtrength renew ; 

And, borne on wings of faith and pray'r, 
Your heay'nward flight purſue. 


i. bes 


HYMN VIII. 


HY heavy is the night 

That hangs upon our eyes, 

Till CarIsT, ae 4 his reviving light, 
Upon our ſouls ariſe, 


: 


HYMNS 9 


Our guilty ſpirits dread 

To meet the wrath of Heav'n;. 
But in his righteouſneſs array d, 

We ſee our ſins forgiy'n. 


Unholy and impure - 
Is all the human race: 

His hands infected nature cure- 
With ſanctifying grace. 


The pow'rs of hell agree. 
To hold our fouls in yain::; - 
He ſets the ſons of bondage free, 
And breaks the curſed chain. 


Lorp, we adore thy ways. 
To bring us near to Gop; 
Thy ſov'reign pow'r, thy healing grace, 
d thine atoning blood. 9 


H Y MN IX. 


URY'D in ſhadows of the night, 

2D We lie, til CyzsT reſtores the light: 
Wiſdom deſcends to heal the blind, 

And chaſe the darkneſs of the mind. 


Loſt ſouls are fill'd with guilt and fears, 

Till the atoning blood appears; 

Then they are treed from deep-diſtreſs, - 
And fing, THE Lox OUR RIGHTEOUSNESS, 


22 beholds where Satan reigns, 
inding his ſlaves with heavy chains: 
He ſets the pris'ner free, breaks 
The icon bondage from our necks. 
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Poor helpleſs worms in Thee poſleſs 
Grace, wiſdom, pow'r, and righteouſneſs; 
Thou art our mighty All, may we 

Give our whole ſelves, O Lokp, to Thee. 


HYMN X. 


11 R D, how myſterious are thy ways! 
How blind are we! how mean our praiſe! 


Thy ſteps can mortal eyes explore? 
*Tis our's to wonder and adore, 


Thy deep decrees from creature ſight 
Are hid in ſhades of awful night; 
Amid the lines with curious eye 


Not angel minds preſume to pry. 


Great Gop ! I would not aſk to ſee 
What in ayer, Mall be: . 
If light and bliſs attend my days, 
Then let my future hours be praiſe. 


Is darkneſs and diſtreſs my ſhare? | 
Then let me truſt thy guardian care: 
Enough for me, if love divine 


At length thro' ev'ry cloud ſhall ſhine. 


Yet this my ſoul deſires to know, , 
Be this my only wiſh belo r,, 
« That CarisT is mine: this great requeſt” 


Grant, bounteous Gop, and I am bleſt. 


HYMN 
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HYMN XI. 
(WP moves im a myſterious way 


His wonders to perform; 
He plants his footſteps in the ſea, 
And rides upon the ſtorm. 


Deep in unfathomable mines. 
Of never failing ſKill, 

He treaſures up his bright deſipns,, 
And works his ſfoy'reign will. 


Ye fearful ſaints, freſh courage take; 

The clouds, ye ſo much dread, ; 
Are big with mercy, and ſhall break 

In bleflings on your head, * f 


Judge not the Loxp by feeble ſenſe, 
But truſt Him for his grace; 
Behind a frowning providence 


He hides a ſmiling face. 


His purpoſes will ripen faſt, 
Unfolding ev'ry hour; | 

The bud may have a bitter taſte, 

But ſweet will be the flow'r. 


Blind unbelief is ſure to err, 
And ſcan his work in vain 

God is his own interpreter, 
And He will make it plain.. 


/ 
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HYMN XE 


"THE great JEHOVAH reigns. 
Upon a throne ſublime, 
And from his own eternity 

Sees the wide waſtes of time, 


This great ]JeHovan's mine, 
The faint in rapture cries ;. 

And to this everlaſting Rock. 
My joytul ſpirit flies. 


From this eternal Spring- 
Immenſe falvation flows, 
And with the wonders of his love 
My grateful boſom glows. 


His Name ſhall be „ 
While life and Wee N 'Y 

praiſe run 

Thro all the days of heav'n. 


HYMN XIII. 
RE OICE, the Lond is King; 
f our Gop and King adore ; 
Mortals, give thanks and ſing, 
And triumph evermore: = 
Eift up your hearts, lift up your voice, 
Rejoice; again I ſay, Rejoice, 


IEsus the Saviour reigns, 
he Gop of truth and love; 
When he had purg'd our ſtains, 
He took his ſeat above: 


Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice, 


Rejoice; again I ſay, Rejoice, 


HT NN S. 14 


His kingdom cannot fail; 

He rules o'er earth and heay'n ; 

The keys of death and hell 

Are to our IEsus . 
Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice, 
Rejoice ; again I ſay, Rejoice, 


He ſits at Gop's right hand, 

Till all his foes ſubmit, 

And bow to his command, 

And fall beneath his feet : | 
Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice, 
Rejoice ; again I ſay, Rejoice, | 


He Satan ſhall repel, 2 

He fin and death deſtroy, 

And make our boſoms fen 

With pure ſeraphic joy: 
Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice, 
Rejoice; again I ſay, Rejoice. 


Rejoice in glorious hope, 

Jesvs, the Judge, ſhall come, 

And take his ſervants up 

To their eternal home: | 
We ſoon ſhall hear th' archangel's voice 
The trump of Gop ſhall ſound, Rejoice. 


HYMN XIV. 


WIEN all thy mercies, 0 my Gov, 4 


My riſing ſoul ſurveys, 
Tranſported with the view, I'm loſt 
In wonder, love and praiſe ! 
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Thy providence my life ſuſtain a4, 
An d all my wants redreſt, 

When in the Lent womb I lay, 
And hung upon the breaſt, 


Unnumber 5d comforts to m 2 ſoul 
Thy tender care beſtow' 

Before my infant heart conceiv'd 
From whom thoſe comforts flow'd. 


When in the lipp ry paths of youth 
With heedleſs ſteps I ran, 

Thine arm unſeen convey'd me ſafe, 
And led me on to man. 


When worn by ſickneſs, oft baſt Thon 
With health renew'd my face; 

And when in ſins and ſorrows ſunk, 
Reviy'd my ſoul with grace. 


Thro' ev'ry period of my life 
Thy goodneſs I'll purſue; _ 
And after death in diſtarit worlds 
The glorious theme renew. 


Thro' all eternity to Thee 
A joyful ſong PH raiſe; 
And, oh ! eternity *s too ſhort 
To utter all thy praiſe, 


YMN XV, 


1 2 n the heav'nl theme, 
ud 1 in Jzsv's 8 
Ve, Lei Esv's Kale prove, 


Triumph, in redeeming love. 


HYMN VS. 145 


Ye who ſee the e } , -uo0 * 1:17 476M 
Beaming in the Sa vioun's face, | 
As to Canaan on ye move, 
Praiſe and bleſs redeeming love. 


Mourning ſouls, refrain from tears ; 
Trembling hearts, repreſs your fears ; 
See your guilt and curſe remove, 
Cancell'd by redeeming love. 


Ye, who long, too long have been 
Led by Satan, flaves of fin, 

Now how bliſs no longer rove; 
Stop, and taſte redeeming love, 


Welcome, all by fin oppreſt, 
Welcome all to IESUS CHRIST ; 
Nothing brought Him from aboye, 
Nothing but redeeming love. 


He ſubdu'd th' infernal pow'rs, 
His inſulting foes and ours; 

He them from their empire drove, 
Mighty in redeeming love. 


Hither then your muſic bring, 
Strike the lyre's harmonious ſtring ; 
Mea below, and hoſts above, 


Join to praiſe redeeming love. 


HYMN XVI. 


ORD, what a country, waſte and wild, 
Is this our earth become, 
To ev'ry heav'n- inſtructed child, 
Who ſeeks his FaxTHER's home! 


O Here 


146 HY MNS. 


Here thorns, as on a curſed ground, 
And pois' nous thiſtles grow; 
And rav'ning wolves their nightly round 
With ſtep deſtructive go. 

Here Satan prowls his winding way, 
And watches ev'ry hour, 

As lion greedy of his prey, 
Impatient to devour. . 


Yet here, almighty Lox p, thy hand 
Hath rais'd the heav'nly road : 
Obedient to thy great command, 
We ſeek thy face, O Gop. 
But, oh! aſſiſt our feeble ſight; 
Our languid ſtrength” renew; 9 
O guide and guard us day and night, . 
Until Thyſelf we view. * 
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There in eternal light to dwell, 
From ſin and ſorrow free; | 
There, IEs Vu, wondrous Name! to tell 
How much we owe to Thee. 


1 
* 


+ 
— 
> pe — n = 
* * of — 


* e _ 
- 
” 


Pa & 


= Ip by Hg 4 | 
r 


my CI 
„ 


Co 2 * 


HYMN XVI. 


: n 
nm Gone 


WO P, adieu, thou real cheat, 
Oft have thy deceitful charms 
Filbd my heart 4 Fond conceit, 

Fooliſh hopes, and falſe alarms : 
Now I ſee, as clear as day, 


How thy follies paſs away. 


„ 5 „„ ä *, = 
r 


— — . 

l by . as 

ö ö of 
— 


. 
— _—_ — 
* 


Vain 


* 


= l 
— - . 
FE: 
= * 2 f — — 
9 2 þ 
, — Me 
UPJ ee et 
* 1 
N 
1 « 


HY M N Ss. 147 


Vain thy entertaining fights, 
Falſe thy promiſes renew'd; . 
All the pomp of thy delights - 
Does but flatter and delude : 
Thee I quit for heav'n above, 
Object of the nobleſt love. 


Farewel, honor's empty pride, 
Thy own nice uncertain guſt, 
If the leaſt miſchance betide, 
Lays thee, lower than the duſt; 
Worldly honors end in gall, 
Riſe to day, to-morrow fall. 


Fooliſh vanity—farewel— 
More inconſtant than the wave; 
Where thy ſoothing fancies dwell, 
Pureſt tempers they deprave: 
He, to whom I fly from thee, 
JEsus CHRIST ſhall ſet me free. 


Let not, Lorp, my wand'ring mind 
Follow after fleeting toys, 
Since in Thee alone I find 
Solid and ſubſtantial joys; 
oys that never overpaſt, 


hroꝰ eternity ſhall laſt, 


Lon p, how happy is a heart, 

After Thee while it afpires ! 

True and faithful as T hou art, 4 
Thou ſhalt anſwer it's deſires; _ * 

It ſhall ſee the glorious ſcene 

Of thine everlaſting reign. 


— 
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HYMN XVII. 


N this world of fin and ſorrow, 
Compaſs'd round with many a care, 
From eternity we borrow | 
Hope, which may exclude deſpair : 
Thee, triumphant Gop and SAviouR, 
Darkly thro' a glaſs we ſee; 
O afliſt each faint endeavour, 
Raiſe our earth-born ſouls to Thee. 


Place that awful ſcene before us, 
Of the laſt tremendous day, 

When to life Thou wilt reſtore us : 
Ling'ring ages, haſte away. 

Then this vile and ſinful nature 
Incorruption ſhall put on : | 
Life renewing, glorious SAVIOUR, 
Let thy gracious will be done, 


HYMN XIX. 


pov ſad our ſtate by nature is! 
Our fin how deep it ſtains ! 
How Satan tries to keep our ſouls 


In everlaſting chains ! 
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But from the mouth of ſov'reign Grace 
Is gone th' almighty word, 

Which faith to pris'ners, ** Come ye forth, 
And truſt upon the Loxp.“ 


O may we hear the call di vine, 
And run to this relief! | 
We would believe thy promiſe, Loxp; 


O help our unbelief. 
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To the bleſt fountain of thy blood 
Teach us, O Lox, to tly; _ 

There may we waſh our filthy ſouls, - 
And drink, and never die-. 


Stretch out thine arm, victorious Kix, 
Our w__—_ ſins ſubdue ; 

Drive the old dragon from his ſeat, 
With his infernal crew. 


Poor, guilty, weak, and helpleſs worms, 
Into thine hands we fall ; 

Be, Thou, our ſtrength and righteouſneſs, 
Our Jesvs, and our all, 


HYMN XX. 


FN how wide thy glory ſhines ! 
How high thy wonders riſe ! 
Known thro' the earth by thouſand ſigns, 
By thouſand thro' the K ies. 


Thoſe mighty orbs proclaim thy pow'r, 
Their motions ſpeak thy {kill ; 

And on the wings of ev'ry hour 
We read thy patience ſtill 


But when we view thy great deſign, 
o fave rebellious worms; 

Where vengeance and compaſſion join 
In their divineſt forms ! | 


Here the whole Dir is known: 
Nor dares a creature gueſs 

Which of the glories brighteſt ſhone, 
The juſtice, or the grace, 
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Now the full glories of the Lams | 
Adorn the heav'nly plains; N 
Bright ſeraphs learn IM MANVUEL's Name, 

And try their choiceſt ſtrains. 


O may I bear ſome humble part 
In that immortal ſong ; 

Wonder and joy ſhall tune my heart, 
And love command my tongue. 


HYMN” XXI. 
LY VE divine, all love excellin 
oy of heav'n, to earth come "TY 

Fix 1 + thine humble dwelling, 
All thy faithful mercies crown: 
. Thou art all compaſſion, 

ure, unbounded Love I hou art! 
Viſit us with thy ſalvation, 
Enter ev'ry trembling heart. 


Come, almighty to deliver ; 

Let us all thy grace receive; 

Suddenly 3 and never, 

Never more th 7 temples leave: 

Thee we would be always blefling, . 
Serve Thee as th 4 hoſts above; 

Pray, and praiſe Thee without ceaſing ; 
Glory in thy precious love. | 


Finiſh then thy new creation; 

Pure, unſpotted, may we be ; 

Let us ſee thy great ſalvation, 
Perfectly reſtor d by Thee: 

Chang' 4 from here into glory, 

Till in * n we take our place; 
Till we caſt our crowns before Thee, 
Loſt i in wonder, love, and praiſe, 


H Y M N s. 


HYMN . XXII. 


HN the heart where graces reign, 


Where love inſpires the breaſt; 
Love is the brighteſt of the train, 
And perfeQts all the reſt. 


Knowledge, alas! *tis all in vain, 
And all in vain our fear ; : 
Our ſtubborn fins will fight and reign, 
If love be abſent there. | 


"Tis love that makes our willing feet 
In ſwift obedience move: 
The devils know, and tremble too; 
But Satan cannot love. 


This is the grace that lives and ſings, 
When faith and hope ſhall ceaſe; 
Tis this ſhall ſtrike our joyful ſtrings 

In the ſweet realms of bliſs, 


When join'd to that harmonious throng 
That fills the choirs above, 

Then ſhall we tune our golden harps, 

And ey'ry note be love. ; 


HYMN XXIII. 


OME, thou Fount of ey'ry blefling, 
Tune my heart to ſing thy grace; 
Streams of mercy, never cealing, _ 
Call for ſongs of loudeſt praiſe : 
Fill me from thy heav'nly fulneſs, 
Brought by Jesus from above; 
Raiſe me from my earthly dulneſs, 
Raiſe me to the mount of love. 
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Here, upon the Rock of ages 
Fix'd, JEHovan's face I view; 
Here, upon inſpired pages 
Feeding, I my ftrength renew: 
Here I'll fing, how Jzsvs ſought me 
Wand'ring from the fold of Gop ; 
Slave to fin, how JIEsus bought me, 
Bought me with his precious blood. 


O to grace how great a debtor 

Daily Pm conſtrain'd to be! 
Loet that grace now, like a fetter, 

Bind my wand'ring heart to Thee: 

Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it; 
Prone to leave the Gop I love 

Here's my heart, O take and ſeal it, 
veal it from thy courts above, 


HYMN XXIV. 


ON of Gop, thy bleſſing grant, 

Still ſupply my ev'ry want ; 
Tree of Life, thine influence ſhed, 
With thy ſap my ſpirit feed. 


8 


Tend'reſt branch, alas! am I; 
Wither without Thee and die: 
Weak as helpleſs infancy ; 

O confirm my ſoul in Thee. 


Unſuſtain'd by Thee, I fall; 
Send the ſtrength for which J call: 
Weaker than a braiſed reed, 

Help I ev'ry moment need, 


All 


HT MNS. 
All my hopes on Thee depend; 


Love me, ſave me, to the end: 
Give me thy continuing grace; 
Take the everlaſting praiſe. 


HYMN XXV. 


LUNG'D in a gulph of dark deſpair, 
We wretched ſinners lay, 
Without one cheerful beam of hope, 
Or ſpark of glimm'ring day. 


With pitying eyes the Prince of Peace 
_ Beheld our helpleſs grief; 
He ſaw—and (O amazing love!) 
He came to our relief, 


Down from his glorious ſeat above 
On wings of wind He fled, 

Enter'd the grave in mortal fleſh, 
And dwelt among the dead ! 


O for this love let rocks and hills 
Their laſting filence break; 
And all harmonious human tongues 


The SAviour's praiſes ſpeak. 


Angels, aſſiſt our mighty joys, 

1 w_ all your harps of gold ; 
ut when you raiſe your higheſt notes, 
His love can ne er be told. 
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HYMN XXVI. Ke 


R IS E your e forge 
To an immortal tune ; 

Loet the wide earth reſound the deeds 
Celeſtial grace hath done. 


Sing how eternal Love 
Its chief beloved choſe, 


And bid Him raiſe our wretched race 
From their abyſs of woes. 


His hand no thunder bears ; 
No terror clouds his brow ; 
No bolts to drive our guilty ſouls 

To fiercer flames below. 


*T was mercy fill'd the throne, 

And wrath d ſilent by, 
When Cnnisr was ſent with pardons down, 

To rebels doom'd to die. 


Now, Gnners, dry your tears; 
Let hopeleſs forrows ceaſe; 
Bow to the ſceptre of his love, 

And take the offer d peace. 


8 we obey 1 call, 

lay a humble claim 

To * ron He hath brought, 
And love and praiſe his Name. 


HYMN 
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HYMN. XXVII. 


F Him who did ſalvation bring, 
Lozp, may I ever think and ſing ! 
Ariſe, ye guilty, He'll forgive; 
Ariſe, ye needy, He'll relieve. - 


Eternal Los, almighty KN, 


All heav'n doth with thy triumphs ring; 


Thou conquer'ſt all, beneath, above, 
Devils with force, and men with love. 


To purge our fins CHRISTH ſhed his blood, | | 


He died to bring us near to Goo! 
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Let all the world fall down, and kn ow" ery 


That none but Gop ſuch love r ſhow. * 


HYMN XXVII. 
GALVATION! © che/joyfal ſound ! 


What pleaſure to our ears! 


A ſov'reign balm for evry wound, 


A cordial for our fears! 


Salvation! let the echo fly 
The ſpacious earth around; 
While all the armies of the ſky 


Conſpire to raiſe the ſound. 


Salvation! O thou bleeding Lams, 
To Thee the praiſe belongs; 

Salvation ſhall inſpire our hearts, 
And dwell upon our tongues. 
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HYMN XXIX. 


HOU dear REDEEMER, dying LAuz! 
We love to hear of Thee; 
No muſic like thy charming Name, 
Nor half ſo ſweet can be: 


O let us ever hear thy voice, 


In mercy to us ſpeak; 
Let us in Thee our Prieſt rejoice, 
Thou great MELCH1SEDEC. 


1 ſhall be ſtill our theme, 

ile in this world we ſtay; 

We'll ſing our I Esuv's holy Name 
When all things elſe decay: 

When we appear in Jonder cloud, 
With all his favor'd throng, 

Then will we ſing more ſweet, more loud, 
And ChRis er ſhall be our ſong. 


HYMN XXX. 
ESU, lover of my ſoul, 


Let me to thy boſom fly, 


While the nearer waters roll, 
While the tempeſt fill is high: 
Hide me, O my Sarious, hide, 
Till the ſtorm of life is paſt ; 
Safe into the haven guide; 


O receive my ſoul at laſt. 


Other refuge have I none; 
Hangs my helpleſs ſoul on Thee; 
Leave, ah! leave me not alone, 
Still ſupport and comfort me : 


H Y MNS. 


All my truſt on Thee is ſtay d. 


All mine help from Thee 1 bring ; 
Cover my defenceleſs head 
With the ſhadow of thy wing. 


Thou, O CRRIisr, art all I want, 
More than all in Thee I find? 
Raiſe the fallen, cheer the faint, 
Heal the ſick, and lead the blind. 
12 and Holy is thy Name; 
am all unrighteouſneſs; 

Vile and full of fn Il am; 
Thou art full of truth and grace. 


Plenteous grace with Thee is found, 


Grace to pardon all my ſin; 

Let the healing ſtreams abound; 
Make and keep me pure within : 
Thou of life the Fountain art, 
Freely let me take of Thee; 
Spring Thou up within my heart, 
Riſe to all eternity. 


HYMN XXXI. 


Ho empty was our former boaſt, 


Our fooliſhneſs of pride, 


When in ourſelves we put our truſt, 


And on our works rely'd ! 


Strong in the freedom of our will, 
Firm in our nature's powers, 


We thought to gain the heav'nly hill, n 
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And ſeize the crown as ours. 
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Our good deſires, our hearts ſincere, 
Our beſt endeavors, ſtood 

T atone for our _tranſgreſſions here, 
In place of I Esu's blood! 


Alas for us! we knew not then 
Nor fin, nor righteouſneſs ; 

Nor what it coſt, the ſouls of men 
From bondage to releaſe, 


Now we adore the FA THER“'s love, 
His only Sox which gave; 

And taught by grace, we live to prove, 
Thar grace alone can ſave. 


We own, that Ixsus bore our curſe 
Himſelf upon the tree : 

O in our hearts this truth rehearſe, 

That we may live to Thee. 


HYMN XXXII. 


HEN riſing from the bed of death, 
O'erwhelm'd with guilt and fear, 
I ſee my Maker, face to face, 
O how ſhall : appear ! 


If yet, while da may be found, 
And mercy may be . 

My heart with inward horror ſhrinks, 
And trembles at the thought ; 


When Thou, O Lox, ſhalt Rand diſclos' 


In majeſty ſevere, 


And fit in mn on 7 ſoul, 
O how Jappear! 


HT MN S. 


But Thou haſt told the troubled ſoul, } 
Who does her fins lament, | 

Of One, who ſuffer'd unto death, 
Her ſuff” rings to prevent. 


Then ſee the ſorrow of my heart, 
And ſend me ſpeedy aid; | 
And hear my Sav1iour's dying groans, 
Theſe, theſe are all I plead, 


And never ſhall my ſoul deſpair 
Her pardon to procure, | 
Who knows thy only Sow has dy'd 
To make her pardon ſure, | 


HYMN XXXII, 


HOV AH-JESUS ! glorious Name! 
Name pregnant with delight ! 
It ſcatters round a cheerful 
To gild the darkeſt night. 


What, tho' our mortal comforts die, 
And droop like with'ring flow'rs ? 
Nor time nor death can break that tie, 

Which makes JEH0Ov AH ours. 


What tho” our faith be try'd and toſt, 
Tho' changeable our frame? 
Jznovan-Jesvs is our boaſt, 
And JEsvs is the ſame, 


Great God, the covy'nant of thy love 
Abides for ever ſure; | 
And in its matchleſs grace we prove 


Our happineſs ſecure. I | 
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HYMN |, XXXIV. 
OH — ſouls, that live on high, 


le men lie grov'ling here! 
Their h "evo are fix'd above the (ky, 
And faith forbids their fear. 


Their conſcience knows no ſecret ſings, 
While grace and peace combine 
To form a life, whoſe holy ſprings 
Are hidden and divine. 


Their pleaſures riſe from things unſeen, 
Beyond this world and time,; 

Where neither eyes nor ears have been, 
Nor thoughts of mortals climb, 


They want nor pomp nor royal throne, 
To raiſe their honors here; 

Content to live and die unknown, 
Till CH&15T. their life appear. 


They look to heav'n's eternal height, 
And haſten to the day, 

When Jesvs to their raviſh'd fight 
His glory {hall diſplay, 


HYMN XXXV. 


WW HAT ſhall the dying ſinner do, 
That ſeeks relief for all his woe ? 
Where ſhall the guilty conſcience. fnd 
Eaſe for the torment of the mind? 
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How ſhall we get our crimes forgiv'n, 
Or form our natures fit for heav'n * 
Can ſouls all o'er defil'd with fin, 

Make their own pow'rs and paſſions clean? 


In vain we ſearch, in vain we 0 
Till I sus brings his Goſpel nigh : 
"Tis there we feel th' Almighty Breath, 
By which we paſs to life from death. 


Tis there that Gop puts forth his pow'r, 
To ſave us in the evil hour; 

We read the Grace, we truſt the word, 
And find falvation in the Loxn. 


Let worldly wiſdom dig the mines, 
Where nature's golden treaſure ſhines ; 
Brought near the doctrine of the Croſs, 
All nature's gold appears but droſs. 


Should vile blaſphemers with diſdain 
Pronounce the truths of IESsUs vain, 
We'll meet the ſcandal and the ſhame, 
And fing and triumph in his Name. 


HYMN XXXVI. 


Hex. beauteous are their feet, 

Who ſtand on Sion's hill! 

Who bring ſalvation on their tongues, 
And words of peace reveal! 


How charming is their voice, 

How glad their tidings are! 
Sion, behold thy Saviour KING! 

He reigns and triumphs here, 
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How happy are our eyes, 5 ws 1-2 
That ſee this heav'nly light! 

Prophets and kings defir'd it long, 
But died without the ſight. 


How happy are our ears 

That hear this joyful ſound! | 
Which kings and — owe waited We. « 

And ſought, but never found. 


The watchmen join their voices” 
And ſweeteſt notes employ ; 

Jeruſalem. breaks forth in ſongs, nen 
And deſarts learn the 1opÿ6. 


The Lon makes bare his arm 
Wide through the earth abroad. 


Loet ev'ry nation now behold 


Their Sa vioux and their We 


HYMN XXXVI. 


DE AD be my heart to all below, 
To — joys and mortal cares; 
To ſenſual bliſs, that charms us ſo, 


Be dark my eyes, be deaf my ears. 


Here I renounce my carnal taſte 

Of the fair fruits that ſinners prize; 
Their paradiſe ſhall never waſte. 
One thought of mine, but to deſpiſe. 


All earthly joys are overweigh'd 
With mountains of vexatious care; 
And where's the ſweet that is not laid 


A bait to ſome deſtructive ſnare? 


Be 


n 


Be gone for ever, mortal things: 
Thou mighty molehill, earth, farewel! 
Angels aſpire on lofty wings, 

And leave the globe for ants to dwell. 


Come, Heav'n, and fill my vaſt deſires; 
My ſoul purſues the ſov'reign Good ; 
She was all made of heav'nly fares, 
Nor can ſhe live on meaner food. 


HYMN XXXVII. 
WI AT tho' my frail eyelids refuſe 


Continual watchings to keep, 
And punctual as midnight renews, 
Demand the refreſhment of ſleep; 
A ſov'reign Protector I have, 
Unſeen, yet for ever at hand; 
Unchangeably faithful to ſave, 
Almighty to rule and command. 


From evil ſecure, and its dread, 

I reſt, if my SAvIouR is nigh ; 

And ſongs his kind preſence. indeed 
Shall in the night ſeaſon ſupply : 

He ſmiles, and my comforts abound $ 
His grace as the dew ſhall deſcend; 
And walls of ſalvation ſurround 


The ſoul He delights to defend. 


Kind Author and Ground of my hope, 
Thee, Thee for my Gop I avow; 

My glad Ebenezer ſet up, 

And own Thou haſt help'd me till now: 
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I muſe on the years that are paſt, 102 
Wherein my Defence Thou haſt prov'd.; 
Nor wilt Thou relinquith at laſt 

A ſinner ſo ſignally lov'd, 


nſpiret and Hearer of prayer, 


Thou Feeder and Guardian of thine, 
My all to thy covenant care 

I ſleeping and waking reſign : 

If Thou art my Shield and my Sun, 
The night is no darkneſs to me; 
And, faſt as the moments roll on, 
They bring me but nearer to Thee. 


Thy miniſt'ring ſpirits deſcend, 

To watch, while thy ſaints are afleep ; 

By day and by night they attend, 

The heirs of ſalvation to keep: 

Bright ſeraphs, diſpatch'd from the throne, 
Repair to their ſtations aſſign'd, 
And angels ele are ſeut down 

To guard the elect of mankind. 


Thy worſhip no interval knows, 


Their fervor is ſtill on the wing, 

And while they protect my repoſe, 
They chaunt to the praiſe of my King: 
J too, at the ſeaſon ordain'd, 

Their chorus for ever ſhall join, 

And love and adore without end 

Their faithful Creator and mine. 


HYMN 
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HYIMN XXXIX. 
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WIEN hanging on the mother's breaſt, 
The infant weary ſeeks its reſt, 
Or hungry claims its food; 3 
Can ſhe, whom nature prompts to love, 
Forgetful of her ſuckling prove, ay 65 
And not ſupply her brood ? + 1a ok 
Frail nature may her charge decline: 
But everlaſting love is mine, Xs 
Saith Gap, who cannot lyez ... 252 
For ever graven on my hands * 
My church in full acceptance ſtands, 
And grows beneath mine ee. 


Myſelf will build and guard her walls 

Myſelf attend to all her calls 
And all her cares remove; 

To her the hearts of kings I'll turn, 

And cauſe the breaſts of queens to burn 
With all a mother's love. 


Know then, that I, IE HOYA, claim 

The ſov'reign glory of my Name, 
And guard my em decree; 

Nor end nor change my mercies know, 

In one perpetual ſtream they flow r n 
To them who wait for nme. 
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HYMN XI. 


OW oft have ſin and Satan ſtrove 
To rend my ſoul from Thee, my Gon? 
But everlaſting is thy love, 
And Jesvs ſeals it with his blood. 


The oath and promiſe of the Lozp, 
Join to confirm the wondrous grace; 
ternal pow'r performs the word, 


And fills all heay'n with endleſs praiſe. 


Amid ſt temptations ſharp and long, 
My ſoul to this ſame Refuge flies; 
Hope is my anchor firm and ſtrong, 
While tempeſts blow and billows rife, 


The Gofpet bears my ſpirits up; 

A faithful and unchanging Gop 
Lays the foundation for — hope 
In oaths, and promiſes, and blood. 


HYMN XII. 


0 let us join our cheerful ſongs 

With angels round the throne; 

Ten thouſarid thouſand are their tongues, 
But all their joys are one, 


Ce Worthy the Lams that died,” they cry, 
cc To be exalted thus.” 

& Worthy the Lams,” our lips reply, 
« For He was lain for us.“ 


Irsus 


HYMN S. 
Jzsvs is worthy to receive 
Honor and pow'r divine, 


And bleſſings more than we can give, 
Be, Lox, for ever thine, 


Let all that dwell above the ſky, 
And air, and earth, and ſeas, 
Conſpire to lift thy glories high, 

And ſpeak thine endleſs praiſe, 


The whole creation join in one 
To bleſs the ſacred Name 


Of Gop, who ſits upon the throne, 
And his co-equal LAMB. 


HYMN XIII. 


WI AT equal honors ſhall we bring 

To Thee, O Loxp our Gop, the Lamp 
When all the notes that angels ſing, | 
Are far inferior to thy Name? 


Worthy is He that once was lain, 

The Prince of Peace that groan'd and died, 
Worthy to rife and live and reign 

At his Almighty FATHER's fide, 


All riches are his native right, 
Yet He ſuſtain'd amazing loſs; 
To Him aſcribe eternal might, 
Who left his weakneſs on the croſs. 


Honor immortal ſhall be paid, 
Inſtead of ſcandal, ſhame, and ſcorn; 
While glory ſhines around his head, 
A golden crown without a thorn, 


Bleſſings 


166 HYMN s. 
Bleſſings for ever on the LAB, 
Who bore the curſe for wretched men; 


Let angels ſound his ſacred Name, 
And ev ry creature ſay Amen. 


HYMN XIII. 


Ne more, my God, I boaſt no more 
Of all the duties I have done ; 

J quit the hopes I held before, 

To truſt the merits of thy Sox. 


Now for the love I bear his Name, 
What was my gain I count my loſs ; 
My former pride 1 call my ſhame, 
And nail my glory to his croſs. 


Vea, doubtleſs, and 1 muſt eſteem 

All things but loſs for JIxsv's ſake; 

O may my ſoul be found in Him, 
And of his righteouſneſs partake ! 


The beft obedience of my hands 

Dares not appear before thy throne ; 
But faith can anſwer thy demands, 

By pleading what my Lord hath done. 
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HYMN XLIV. 


. LB, we confeſs out num'rous faults, 
| How great our fins have been; 
Fooliſh and vain were all our thoughts, 


And all our lives were fin, - k 
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HYMN 8. 169 


But, O my ſoul, for ever praiſe, 
For ever lave his Name, 

Who turns thy feet from dang'rous ways 
Of folly, fin, and ſhame: 


Who ſaves us, not for righteouſneſs, 
Nor works which we have done, 

But by his own almight grace, 
Abounding thro' his Sox. 


Grace, which in copious ſtreams is ſhed 
To purify the ſoul, 


To waſh the feet, the ha the head, 
And make intirely whole, 


So chang'd from guilty to be juſt, | 
We walk the heav'nly road, 
In hope to leave our fin and duſt, 


And ſee the face of Gop, 


HYMN XLV. 


WIIII joy we meditate the grace 
Of our High Prieſt above; 
His heart is made of tenderneſs, 
His bowels melt with love. | 4 


Touch'd with a apy within, 


He knows our feeble frame ; 


He knows what ſore temptations mean, 
For He hath felt the ſame. 


He in the days of feeble fleſh 
Pour'd out his cries and tears, 

And in his meaſure feels afreth 
What ev'ry member bears. 


Q +. 


LY 
one + 
. 
3 7 
FE 7 
> 
\ > 
E 
2 
* 
- 7 
* oF \ 
* "1 
. 
14 
8 
«i 
"* * 
e g 
bt 8 
4 5 
7 
x 4 
1 oi 
5 0 
1 4 
4 
* 
— 2 
Ch „ 
. 
1 
7 
* 
* SD 
_ 
bo 1 
N 
- 
4 
= 
T4 
„ 
» 2-3 
15 
7 5 
1 
* 
Z f F 
2.x 
"74 
2 E 
* * 
ws 
4% 
2 
'Þ 3 
4 
7 7 Le 
, 
7 . 
4 
A 
1 
1 
5 


6 — — 
— 4 
+ Mr ant * "OY —— n xr; 9 2 * FT, 
— — on et worn voatdo ou Ye PETE) LOX 

„ 


* W.X 
ith. 1 


= 


— err 2 
— o N * * - 1m N % 
ra ED'S 


370 HYMN . 
He will not quench the ſmoaking flax, 


But raiſe it to a flame; * 
The hruiſed reed He never breaks, 
Nor ſcorns the meaneſt name. 


Then let our humble faith addreſs 
His mercy and his pow'r ; 

We ſhall obtain deliv'ring grace 
In the diſtreſſing hour. 


- þ 
HYMN XLVI. 
N to the pow'r of Gop ſupreme | 


Be eveflaſting honors giv'n ; 
He faves from hell, (we blefs his Name) 
He calls loſt wand'ring ſouls to heav'n. 


Not for our duties or deſerts, 

But of his own abounding grace, 
He works ſalvation in our hearts, 
And forms a people for his praiſe. 


T was his own purpoſe that begun 
To reſcue rebels doom'd to die; 


He gave us grace in ChRISsT his Son, 
Before He ſpread the ftarry ſk y. 


- Jesvs, the Lon, appears at laſt, 
And makes the FATHER's counſels known; 
Declares the great tranſactions paſt, 
And brings immortal bleſſings down. 


HIT MN „. 571 


HYMN XIV. 


FrAITH is the brighteſt evidencge 

Of things beyond our ſight, | 
Breaks thro? _ clouds of fleſh A ſenſe, 
And lives in heav'nly light. 


It ſets times paſt j in preſent views 
Brings diſtant proſpects home; 
On wonders old it lives anew, 


And feeds on thoſe to come. 


It ſees the earth, it ſees the ſkies; 
Obedient to their Lord, 
From nothing into being riſe, 
At his creative words : 


The holy line, in ſacred page 
EnrolFd, and one by one 

Brought unto Gon in ev ry age, 3 
By faith have kept their crown. | 1 


And, lo! within-th” eternal ga tes,. 
Where led their deathleſs way, 

For us the church imperfe& waits, 
Vatil the. perfect day. 


HYMN XLVIIL 


PHE riches of thy glory, Lon p, 


O grant our ſouls to know; 
Deſcend, according to thy word, 
And dwell with us below. 


\* _ 


And on this A — raiſe 
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172 HYMN $5 
Thy Sr1z1T ſend, and furniſh ſtrength 


nto the inner man, 


The depth and height, and breadtir and length, 
Of thy vaſt love to ſcan. - 


Love p Foun? paſſing praiſe? 
O'roo ground us here! | 


A life of faith and prayer. 


All, all our ſbuls poſſeſs with Gon: 
Wich all his fulpels fill; 


And fit us for thy bleſt abode, 
For Sion's holy hill. 


Now to the Gop, whoſe ome nor thought: 
ne, 


. reach, nor 
ories in the hurt be. brou ht 
— * in whom they 


HY M N XLIX. - 


ORD, give me richl to enjoy 
Thoſe bleffings which can never cl 

But ſweetly fill the heav'n-born ſoul, 

| Diffuſing peace throughout the whole. 


O may a ſenſe of pardon reſt, 
1 deeply on my breaſt, 
that Eternal SPIRIT'S aid, 
' Theo o' whom the off ring once was made. 


Place me, Lord, on Calyary's brow ; 
There teach my cold dead heart to glow; 
And, where thy prefence it may find, 
The victim to thry altar bind. 


0 1 Aud 
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And while this wilderneſs 1 paſs, - 4 4 5 


Exhibit in the faithful glaſs 
Thy glory, as my feeble fight - 


Can bear the unapproached light. K £2324 C | 


My years declining to their end. 
Let me to Piſgah's top aſcend; . 
And there, with Moſes, take my ſtand, F. 
To view by faith the promis'd land. Wh. 


When I arrive at Jordan's ſea, 

Still Thou my kind Conductor be; 

Thy rod and ſtaff its waves control. 
And all death's dreary way confole,, - _ } 


Till rais'd to that exalted height, 
Where JEsus with eternal light 
Encircled reigns, I live to fin 
The praiſes of my Gop and KinG.. 


| RANG to the Lord your nobleſt lays; 
He rear'd this univerſal frame : 
From north to ſouth reſound his praiſe, 
From eaſt to welt repeat his Name. 


He form'd the fea, He form'd the earth, 
And rais d the firmament on high; 

To ſun aud moon He gave their birth, 
And wrought and d the ſtarry ſky... 


Lo! on his throne ſupreme and ſole 
He ſits, and looks upon the ſpheres ; 
As He ordains, the orbits roll ; | 
As He appoints, reyolve the years. 
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And ſo this vaſt machine ſhall move, 


Till He its pow'rs and courſe reſtrain ; 


When, lo! high ſounding from above, 
He ſpeaks it into nought again. 


Yet when his voice ſhall raiſe the dead, 
And fire diffolve this earthly ball, 
Rejoice each ſaint, and lift thine head, 
*Tis your REDEEMER's promis'd call. 


HYMN LL 


For a heart and mouth to praiſe 
D JzHovan's only equal Sox! 
Awake our pſalt'ry, harp, and lays, 
To tell the wonders He hath done. 


Sing, how He left his glorious height, 
His unapproached light aboye ; | 
How ſwift and joyful was his flight 
On wings of everlaſting love! 


Sing, how to this defiled earth 

He came, to raiſe our nature high ; 
How to appeaſe almighty wrath, 
 Jz8vs, the Gop, was born to die! 


Hell and its lions roar'd around, 

His precious blood they fiercely ſpilt; 
His ſoul was bow'd unto the ground, 
Bearing the weight of all our guilt. 
Finiſh'd his work, reſign'd his breath, 

Seal'd in the grave his body lay, 
Till, lo! He burſt the bars of death, 
And roſe to everlaſting day. 


— © "6 


HYMNS 0s: 


Exalt your heads, ye ſons of light, 
Exalt your hearts to grace's throne, _ 
Where ]EsUs wing'd his heav'nly flight, 
Where Tn lives and reigns alone. 


H Y MN LM. 


RIGHT King of glory, dreadful Gopy,. 
Our ſpirits bow before thy ſeat ; 

We wait thine all commanding nod, 

And worſhip proſtrate at thy . 


Thy pow'r hath form'd, thy wiſdom ſways 
All nature with a ſov'reign word; 

And the bright world of ſtars obeys 

The will of their ſuperior Lonp, 


Mercy and truth unite in one, 

And imiling fit at thy right hand; 
Eternal juſtice guards thy throne, - 
And vengeance waits thy dread command. 


Ten thouſand thouſand ſaints in light 
Stand round the glorious DEITY :; 
But who, in moſt exalted height, - 
Pretends compariſon with Thee? 


Yet there is One in human frame, 
Jzsus, array'd in fleſh and blood, 

I hinks it no robbery to claim 

A full equality with Gop-! 


Their glory ſhines with equal beams, 
Their eſſence is for ever one; 

Tho' they are known by diffrent name 
The Father Gop, and Gon the Son. 
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Then let the Name of Cuntsr our = King: 
With higheſt honors be ador'd ; $43.35 

His praile let ev'ry-angel ſi 7's; 
And all the-nations own the L RD. 


* * 


W MN_ III. 


Turr we adore, Eternal Name, 

And own with humble prayer, 

How feeble is our mortal frame, 
What dying worms we are. 


Our waſting lives grow ſhorter un, 
As day sand hours increaſe; 

And ev' * beating pulſe we tell, 
Leaves but the number leſs. 


Before us, lo l the op? ning grave 3 
Behind how ſhort a ſpan! | 

How ſoon—and He, who came to ſave, 
Appears the Judge * man. 


Nearer to endleſs j joy or woe 

We're brought by ev ry breaths. 
And yet how unconcern'd we go 

Upon the brink os death! | 


Waken, O Tons our drowſy: ene. 
To walk this dang' rous 
And if our ſouls are hurried =_ | 


May they be found with Gop.. 


1 * M N 6. 11 


HYMN FLY 


FP HERE is a land of pure delight; 
Where ſaints immortal reign ;. 

Infinite day excludes the night, ä 
And pleaſures baniſh pain. 


There everlaſting ſpring abides, 
And never with' ring flow'rs : 
Death, like a narrow ſea, divides 


This heay'nly land from ours, 


But tim'rous mortals tart and ſhrins 
To croſs; this narrow ſea, . 

And linger, wy av ys the brink, 
And fear to launch away.  __ -. 

O raiſe us, Loxp, where Moſes ſtood 
The promis'd land to ſee; 

Nor Jordan's ſtreams, nar death's cold flood, 

Shall keep our hearts from Thee. 


HYMN LV. 


RIS E, my ſoul, my joyful pow rs. 
And triumph in my Gop; 
Awake, my voice, and loud proclaim 
His glorious grace abroad. 


He rais'd me from the depths. of ſin, 
And from the gates of hell; 

He fix d my ſtanding more ſecure 

Than tas before I fell. 
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_ - The arms of everlaſting love 
Beneath my ſoul He ** if 7 
He ſet my feet upon the Rock, 
- And there diſpos'd my way. PEP ac 


A city ſtrong is founded there, 
And well ſupply'd with grace; 

Salvation its appointed walls, 
Its gates JEHOVAH's praiſe. 


L..et rains deſcend, or floods ariſe, 
Or winds impetuous roar; 
Omnipotence there guards my life, 
And ſtills their raging pow r. 
Awake, my Seng, late, and harps: | 
Awake, myſelf, and ſing ; A 
Loud Hallelujahs, to addreſs * 
My Sawoun and my KinG.. 


_ 
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ee LVL 
(COME, all harmonious tongues,. 1 
| Your nobleſt muſic bring; 


"Tis CHRIS the everlaſting Gad, 
And CHRIS the Man we ſing. 


Tell how He took our fleſh, © 
And with it all its load. * 

Tell how He pour'd his ſoul to death,, _. 
That we might live to Gop. | 
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Alas! what waves of grief 5 
Did o'er his boſom roll! 
What tempeſts of almighty wrath: 
Were pourfd into his foul: - — - 
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H Y * N % 79 
Whilſt the all-precious blood 
Ran from his pierced fide, - 


Till, fini{k'd all his FaTHER's work, | 
He bow'd his head and 8 


But, lo! He leaves the grave; 
He lives no more to die; 


In heav'n of heavins, at God's right * 
He ſits exalted high. 


There his full glories thine 
With uncreated rays, 
The glories, which ſhall bleſs his 3 


To everlaſting days. 


HYMN LVII. 


H ARK, from the ſhades of night beneath! 
There fallen angels ſtray, 
Reſerv'd in everlaſting chains, 


To the great judgment day. 


And, lo! from th' height of earthly bliſs 
Rebellious man is hurPd : 

But JIEsus ſtoops beneath the grave, ? 
To raiſe our finking world. 


O love of infinite degree! | 
Unmeaſurable grace! 7 | 
Muſt Heav'n's eternal Sox be gain, 2 | 
To ſave a ſinful race! 1 997 | 


Muſt angels under darkneſs lie, 
And burn in quenchleſs fire, _ 

While Gop forſakes his glorious throne, - 
To raiſe the manhood high'r ! 
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O for this love let earth and heav'n 
With Hallelujahs ring, | 


And the full choir of human tongues 
All Hallelujab fling! 


" Pg * 


HY MN LVIL 


80 Gop hath lov'd a wretched world, 
| A world of dying men, 
So, that He gave his only Son 

To give them life again! 


Him does the word of Gop uphold 
To each believing eye, 

And gives them, thro” his precious Name, 
To live and never die, . 


No fiery law did IEsus beat, 
No angry FATHER's rod; 
No ſtern commiſſion to perform 
The vengeance of his Gov. 


His work to the obedient Sox 

The loving FATHER gave, 15 
Not to condemn a wretched world, 

But (O what love !) to ſave. 


O for the Stix tr to incline 

Our hearts to take the grace, 
And give to FATHER, and to Sox, 
And Sp1riT, equal praiſe! 
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HVYVMN ILIX. 


Po DEN with guilt, and full of fears, 
I fy to Thee, my Lozp ; 

And not a ghmpſe of hope appears, 
But in thy written word, 


- 


The volume of my FaTHER's grace 
Does all my grief affuage ; 

Here I behold my Saviour's face, 
It ſhines in ev'ry page. 


Here is the field, where hidden lies 8 
The pearl of price unknown'; 

That merchant is divinely wiſe 
Who makes that pearl his own, 


Here flows the water to relieve _ 
My thirſt, and cleanſe my fin; 

Here grows the Tree of life, to give 
Me health and ftrength within. 


This is the judge, that ends the ſtrife, 
Where wit and reaſon fail; 

My guide to everlaſting life 
Thro' all this gloomy vale. 


O may thy counſels, mighty Gop, 
My roving feet command, 

And keep me in the happy road 
Which leads to thy right hand. 
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41 LJ ARK ! how the hoſts of heaven cry, 
14 = I When "is obo is in BethPhem ſeen, 
1 | * Glory to Gop in th' higheſt high, 

ih And peace on earth, and love to men.“ 


1 
_ _= What if we trace the globe around, 
{7 From north to ſouth, from eaſt to weſt ; 
None but the Chriſtian ſcheme is found, 
Where Gop is juſt, and man is bleſt. 


—_ In vain the trembling conſcience ſeeks 

| | Some ſolid ground to reſt upon; 
With long deſpair the ſpirit breaks, 
Till we apply to CuRISs r alone. 


How wonderful thy truth, O Lonn, 
How wiſe and holy thy command! 
How ſure thy promiſes and word! 
How firm our hope and. comfort ſtand'! 


— — cw wr oe OE cog 2 
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x Not the feign'd fields of heath'niſn bliſs 
= Could raife ſuch pleaſure in the ſoul ; 
Nor dares the Tur kiſh paradiſe 


Pretend to joy of glory full x. 


Should all the forms, which men deviſe, 
Aſſault my faith with all their art, 
I'd call them vanity and lyes, 


= And bind the Goſpel to my heart. 


91 Pet. i. 3. 
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HY M N LXI. 


Fs, our Prophet, Prieſt, and King; 
We bleſs thy precious Name; 3 
Thy great ſalvation we would ſing, 
And ſpread abroad thy fame. 


We hail Thee, Prophet of the Loxp, 
That comes with truth and grace; 
O let thy SPIRIT and thy word 

Teach us in all thy ways. 


We hail Thee, our High Prieſt above, 
Who once hath ſhed his blood; 

And lives to carry on his love, 
By pleading with our Gon. 


We hail Thee, our exalted King, 
And wait for thy commands; 

To Thee aur ranſom'd-ſouls we bring, 
O keep them in thy hands. 


Hoſanna to thy glorious Name, 
To thy all ſaving grace; 

O give us. faith, and urge thy claim 
To our immortal praiſe. 


HY MN LXII- 


G me the wings of faith to riſe 

b Within the vail, and ſee | 

The ſaints above, how great their joys, 
How bright their glories be. 


R 2 | Once 


184 HYMNS 
Once they were mourning here below, 
And wet their couch with tears; 
ny wreſtled once, as we do now, 

ith fins, and doubts, and fears. 


I aſk them whence their vic ry came; 
They, with united breath, 

Aſcribe their conqueſts to the Lams, 
Their triumph to his death. 


They mark'd the footſteps which He trod; 
His love infpir'd their breaſt; ;;: 
And following th incarnate Gp, 
They enter d into reſt; T 


Our glorious Leader let us bleſs. 

For his own pattern giv'n, 
And for the cloud of witneſſes, ö 
Which ſhew the way to heav'n. 


HYMN IXIII. 


WIEN I ſurvey. the wond'rous croſs, 
On which the Lon of glory died, 
My richeſt gain I count but loss 

And pour contempt on all my pride. 
Forbid it, Loxp, that I ſhould boaſt, 

Save in the croſs of CHRISH my Gop ;: 


All the vain. things. that charm me moſt, 
I facrifice them to his blood, 


See from his head, his hands, his feet, 
Sorrow and love flow mingling down! 
Did e'er ſuch love and ſorrow meet, 


Or thorns compole fo rich a crown ? 


= 


Were the whole reaim of nature mine, 
That were a preſent far too ſmall ; 
Love, ſo amazing, ſo divine, 
Demands my foul, my life, my all. 


HVYMN LXIV. 


EE how created nature ſtands 
F Obedient to its Maker's nod, - 
And in the wonders of his hands 
Holds forth to all the praiſe of Gov. 


But in the grace, which ſaveth men, 

LEOPARD glory chiefly ſhines, 
ngraven by JEHovAH's pen 

In precious blood and ſtrongeſt lines. 


Here I am taught to read his heart, 

Where grace and vengeance ſtrangely join; 
Piercing his So with ſharpeſt ſmart, 
To make the purchas'd pleaſures mine. 


O the ſweet wonders of that croſs, 

Where Gop the Saviour -loy'd and died! 
Eternal life my ſpirit draws 

From his dear wounds and bleeding fide, 


I would for ever ſpeak his Name, 

In ſounds to mortal ears unknown, 
With angels join to praiſe the Lamm, . 
And worſhip at his FATHER's throne. 
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HYMNS 
HYMN LXV. 
COME, Holy SpiniT, heav'nly Dove, 

With all thy quick'ning pow'rs, 


Kindle a flame of ſacred love 
In theſe cold hearts of ours. 


Look, how we grovel here below, 
Fond of theſe earthly toys; 

Our ſouls how heavily they go 
To reach eternal joys ! 


In vain we tune our formal ſongs, 


In vain we ſtrive to riſe; 
Hoſannas languiſh on our tongues, 
And our devotion dies. 


And ſhall we, Loxn, for ever live 
At this poor dying rate; 

Our love ſo faint, ſo cold to Thee, 
And thine to us ſo great! 


Come, HoLy Sy1riT, heav'nly Dove, 
With all thy quick'ning pow'rs; 

Come, ſhed abroad a Saviour's love, 
And that ſhall kindle ours, 


HYMN LXVL 


NN Sun of Righteoufneſs, ariſe 


With healing in thy wings; 
To my diſeas'd, my fainting ſoul, 
Thy light falyation brings. 


407 MNS. 


The clouds of pride and ſin diſpel, 


By thine all- piercing beam; 


E 


With holy hope inflame. 


"k 


mind, by. thine all- vick'ving power, 


rom ek deſires ſet 


Unite my-ſcatter'd — and fix”. 
My love intire on Thee. 


FATHER, thy long-loſt ſom receive; 


SAVIOUR, thy purchaſe own; 


Bleſt COMFORTER, with peace and j Joy- 


The new-made creature crown. 


HY MN IN. 


R's: 


OICE evermore 
ith angels above, 


In IEsus's pow'r, 
In IEsus's love; 
With glad exultation 
Your triumph proclaim, 
Aſcribing ſalvation 
To Gop. and the Lans. 


Thou, Loxp, our relief 
In trouble haſt been; 
Haſt ſav'd us from grief, 
Haſt kept us from ſin; 

+ The pow'r of thy SPIRIT 
Hath ſet our hearts free, 

And now we inherit - 
All fulneſs in Thee. 


ighten mine eyes with faith, my heart 


All 


=. 


* 


All fulneſs of peace, 
All fulneſs of joy, 
J And ſpirit' al bla, | 
That never ſhall cloy :- 
To us it is given _,. 
In-Jzsvs to-know , 
A kingdom of heaven, . 
An heaven below. 


No longer we join, 

_ Where ſmners invite, 

Nor envy the ſwine 

Their brutiſh delight; . 

Their joy is all ſadneſs, . 

Their mirth is all vain, 
1 Their laughter is madneſs, 
Their pleaſure is pain. 


O may they at laſt . ; 

With ſorrow return, 

The pleaſure to taffe | 

For which they were born: 

Our Jz8vs receiving,” * | 
Our happineſs prove, 5 7 

The joy of believingg 

. The heaven of love. 
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HY MN. LXVII. 


I OED and Gop of heay'nly pow'rs, 
| Hallelujah, 
Theirs, and O benignly ours, Hallelujah, 
— Glorious King let earth proclaim, Hallelujah, 
Worms attempt to chaunt thy Name, Hall. 
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Bow thine ear, in mercy bow, Hallelujah, 

Hear, the world's atonement Thou, Hallelujah, 3 
Es us, in thy Name we pray, Hallelujah, 

Take, O take our fins away, Hallelujah. 


Thee to laud in ſongs divine, Hallelujah, 
Angels and archangels join, Hallelujah, 
We with them our voices raiſe, Hallelujah, 
Echoing thine eternal praiſe, Hallelujah. 


Holy, holy, holy Lon, Hallelujah, 

Live by heav'n and earth ador'd, Hallelujah, 
Full of Thee, they ever cry, Hallelujah, 
Glory be to Gop on high, Hallelujah. 


HYMN LXIX. 


ONS. of men, behold from far, 6 

Hail the long- expected ſtar, n 
Jacob's ſtar, that gilds the night, 

Guides bewilder'd nature right. on 5A 


Fear not, that there henee ſhould flow 
Wars or peſtilence below; | 
Wars it bids and tumults ceaſe, 
Uſhering in the Prince of Peace. 


Mild He ſhines on all beneath, _ 
Piercing thro” the ſhades of death, 
Scatt'ring error's wide-ſpread night, 
Kindling darkneſs into light. 


Nations all, far off and near, 

Haſte to fee your Gop appear; 

Haſte, for Him your hearts prepare, 
Meet Him manſteſted there, 


* 


wm HYMNS. 
There behold the day-ſpring riſe, 


Pouring eye-ſight on our eyes; 
Gop in his own. light ſurvey, 
Shining to the Pe day. 112 


Sing, ye morning- ſtars, again, 

Gop deſcends on earth to reign! 
_ Deigns for man his life t' employ !- 
Shout, ye ſons of God, for joy. 
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| WW HEN-wittimy mind deyourty preſt,. 
| | Dear Saviour, my revolving breaſt 
& - Would paſt offences trace; 75 
| Trembling I make the black review, 0 
Yet pleas d behold, admiring too. 
The pow'r of changing grace. 


This tongue with blaſphemies d-fil'd, | 
Theſe feet to erring paths beguil'd, 
In heav'nly league agree: 
Who could believe ſuch lips could praiſe; 
Or think my dark and winding ways 
Should ever lead to Thee! | 


Theſe eyes, that once abus'd their ſight, 
Now lift to Thee their wat'ry light, 
And weep a ſilent flood: 
Theſe hands aſcend in ceaſeleſs prayer; 
O waſh away the ſtains they wear 
In pure redeeming blood! 
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"Theſe ears, that pleas'd could entertain 
'The midnight oath, the-luſtful ftrain, 
When round the feſtal board ; 
Now deaf to all th' enchanting noiſe, 
Avoid the throng, deteſt the joys, 
And preſs to hear thy word. 


Thus art Thou ſerv'd in ev'ry part: 
O wouldſt Thou more transform my heart, 
This droſſy thing refine ; 
That Grace might nature's ſtrength controul, 
And a new creature - body —ſoul— 
Be, Lox, for ever thine, 


HYMN LXXI. 


OME, ye that love the LorD, 
And let your joys be known” 
Join i in a fong of {ſweet accord, 
While ye 2 the throne, 


The ſorrows of the mind 

Be baniſh'd from the place; 
Religion never was defign'd 

To make our pleaſures leſs, 


Let thoſe refuſe to ſing, 

Who never knew our Gon; 
But children of the heav'nly King 

Will ſpeak their joys abroad. 


The men of grace have found 
Glory begun below ; 

Celeſtial fruits on earthly ground 
From faith and hope may grow. 
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The hill of Zion yields 165 
A thouſand ſacred ſweets, | 
Before we reach the heav'nly fields, 
Or walk the golden ſtreets. 


Then let your ſongs abound, 

And ev'ry tear be oy > 5 
We're marching thro' Immanuer's ground, 

To fairer worlds on high. — 


HI MN LXXII. 


WAKE, and ſing the ſong 7 
Of Moſes and the Lams; 

Wake ev'ry beart and ey'ry tongue, 
To praiſe the Saviour's Name. 


Sing of his dying love, 
Sing of his riſing pow'r, 

Sing how He intercedes above 
F or thoſe whoſe ſins He bore. 


Sing, till we feel our hearts 

Aſcending with our tongues, 
Sing, till the love of fin departs, 

And grace inſpires your ſongs, 


4 


Sing on your heay'nly way, 

Ve ranſom'd finners, fing; © 
Sing on rejoicing ev'ry day 

In CHRIST th' eternal King. 

Soon ſhall ye hear Him ſay, 

Ve bleſſed children, come? 


Soon will He call you hence away, 
And take his wand'rers home. 
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HY MN . LXXIIL 


Y Efervants of Gop, 


Your Maſter proclaim, 


And publiſh abroad 
His wonderful Name : 
The Name all victorious 
Of ]esvs extol; 
His kingdom is glorious, 
And rules over all. 


Gop ruleth on high, 

Almighty to fave, 

And ſtill He js nigh, 

His preſence we have; 
The great congregation 

His triumph ſhall ſing, 
Aſcribing ſalvation 

To Js us our King. 


Salvation to Gop, 

Who fits on the throne ; 

Let all cry aloud, 

And honor the Sox : 
Our ]zsvs's praiſes _ 

The angels proclaim, 
Fall down on their faces, 

And worſhip the Lams, 


Then let us adore, _ 
And give Him his right, 
All glory and pow'r, 
And wiſdom and might; 

All honor and bleſſing 
With angels above, 

And thanks never ceaſing, 
And infinite love. 6 
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HYMN LXXIV. 


TTEND, while Goy's eternal Son 
Doth his own glories ſhew ; 

% Behold ! I fit upon my throne, 
« Creating all things new. 


« Nature and fin are paſt away, 
c And the old Adam dies: 

« My hands a new foundation lay; 
c See a new world ariſe!” - 


Mighty REDEEMER, ſet us free 
rom our old ſtate of fin; | 
O make our ſouls alive to Thee, 


Create new pow'rs within. 


Renew our eyes, and form our ears, 
And mould our hearts afreſh ; 

Give us new paſſions, joys, and fears, 
And turn the ſtone to fleſh. 


Far from the regions of the dead, ' 
From 3 earth, and hell, FE 
In the new world, which Thou haſt made, 

May we for ever dwell. 2 


HYMN LXXV. 
Happy ſaints, who dwell in light, 


O 


Safe landed on the peaceful ſhore, 
Where pilgrims meet to part no more. 


And walk with IEsus, cloth'd in white, 


Releas d 
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Releas'd from fin, and toil, and rife, - 
Death was their gate to endleſs life 3 


An open'd cage, to let them fl 
And build their happy neſt on lien. 


And now they range the heav'nly plains, 
And ſing their hymns in melting ftrains ; 
And now their ſouls begin to-prove 


The heights and depths of Jesv's love: *f 


They gaze upon his beauteous face, 
His lovely mind, and charming grace, 
And gazing hard with raviſn'd eyes, 
His Germ they catch, and taſte his Joys. 


He cheers them. wich eternal ſmile; 
They ſing Hoſannas all the while; 
Or overwhelm'd with rapture (meets. 
Sink down adoring at his feet. 


” 
 # 


Ah! Lonp, with tardy ſteps I creep; 
And ſometimes ſing, and ſometimes weep4 - 
Yet ſtrip me of this houſe of clay, 
AL, pon Bone 


HYMN LAXVI. 


! He comes, wth ab deſcendings. 
\ Once for favor'd ſinners {lain : 
Thouſand thouſand ſaints attending, 
Swell the triumph of his train: 
 Hallelujab ! 
Hallelujah! Amen. 


4 


8 2 Ev'ry 
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Ev'ry A ſhall' now behold Him, oa 
Rob'd in dreadful majeſty ; - 
They who ſet at no — and ſold Him, 
PierCd, and nail'd Him to the tree, 
Deeply wailing, 
Shall the true MEss1an ſees ': 


Ev'ry iſland, ſea, and mountain, 
Heav'n and earth ſhall flee away; 
All who hate Him muſt, confounded,, 
Hear the trump proclaim the day: I” 

Come to judgment! 
Come to judgment ! come * 


Now redemption, long T 
See! in folemn pomp appear!!! 
All his ſaints, by man rejected, 
Now ſhall meet Him in the air :: 
Hallelujah! 


See the day — G0 appear! 


Anſwer mine own Bride and — 
Haſten, Loxp, the gen' ral doom! 
The new heav'n and earth t inherit, 
Take thy pining exiles home: 
All creation 


Travails! j ; groans !, L and. bids Thee come. 


Vea! Amen! let all PO Thee, | 
High on thine eternal throne?” 
SAVIOUR, 'take the pow'r and — 
Claim the kingdom for thine own: 
O come quickly! EY 
* come, Laas, come! 
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HYMN LXXVII. 


E comes! He comes! the Judge ſevere, 
The ſeventh trumpet ſpeaks Him neat}. 
His light'nings flaſh, his thunders roll: 
He's welcome to the faithful foul. ct. 
Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome, wel- 


come to the faithful ſoul. 


From heav'n angelic voices ſou Mii 511 

See the almighty IEsus croẽ-m d 

Girt with omnipotence and grace, 

And glory decks the Sav1rour's face. 1 
Glory, | glory, glory, glory, glory decks. tha 


SAVIOUR's face. 


Deſcending on his azure throne, 
He claims the kingdoms for his own :- 
The kingdoms all obey his word. 
And hail Him their triumphant Lon n. 
Hail Him, hail Him, bait Him, hail Him, hait 
Him their triumphant Loop. 
Shout, all the people of the ſky,. _ - 
And all the ſaints of the MosT Hicn:-* 
Our Gop, who now his right obtains, 
For ever and for ever reigns. i 
Ever, ever, ever, ever, ever and for eyer reigns. 


The FATHER praiſe, the Sox adore, _ © 
The Sp1K1T blefs for evermores 
Salvation's glorious work is done! | 
We welcome Thee, great THREE in One, 

Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome, wel- 


come T hee, great THREE in ONE, 
S 3 HYMN 
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FJ AL, bo bol y, boly holy Lord ! 
bots praiſe to Thee; 
Top reme — One, ador'd, 
coeternal Three. | 


Enthron'd in everlaſting late, 
Ere time its round began; 
+ Who j join'd in council to create 


The dignity of man. 


Whom, in Ifaiah's viſion ſhew'd, 
The winged ſeraphs cry, © 

While Thee, JeHovan, Loxp, and Gov, 
They ſing above the ſky. 


To Thee, by myſtic pow'rs on high, 
Were humble praiſes giv'n, 

While John beheld with favor'd eye 
TY ——— = heavn. © 


* 


All, that the name of creature owns, 
To Thee in hymns aſpire; 
May we with CHRIST upon our thrones, 
or eyer Join the choir, 


Hail, holy, holy, holy Lozp! 
Be end eſs praiſe to Thee; 

Supreme eſſential One, ador'd, 
In cocternal Three. 


* 
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HY MN ILXXIX. 


LORY and honor be to Thee, 
Thou ſelf-exiſtent DEIT Y; 
Thee we revere, and Thee' adore, . 2 
In mercy infinite and pow'r. 9 


To Thee our joyful hearts we raiſe; 
To Thee we bring our ſongs of praiſe, 
Whoſe bounteous care and love imparts 
Celeſtial bleſſings to our hearts. 


Unto Thee, holy Tan Gon, n ba 
Who haſt on us, poor worms, beſtow'd 
Such favor, ſuch amazing grace, 

We pay our homage, thanks and praiſe. 


H Y M N- ILXXX. 


(COME, thou almighty KixG, 

Help us thy Name to ſing, 
Help us to praiſe; 

FATHER all glorious, 

O'er all victotious, 

Come, and reign over us, 
ANCIENT or Days. 


E our Lon, ariſe, 6 97910! 242) HWP 
Icatter our enemies, | | | tu iti 
And make them fall; 
Let thine almighty aid 
Our ſure defence be made; 
On. Thee our ſouls be ſtay” d: 9 
Lox, hear our call. 


Py A FR 84 
„ F 7 


25 HYMNS 


Come, thou incarnate Woxp, 

Gird on thy mighty ſword ;., 
Oar prayer attend. 

Come, and thy people bleſs, : 

And give thy word ſucceſs, ” 

Sex1R1T-of holineſs, OG pegs 
On us deſcend. 


Come, holy r | 
Thy ſacred witneſs bear 
In this rode hour : 
Thou who almi ight 
Now rule in ev'ry A 
And ne'er from us depart. 
SPIRIT. of 'pow'r. | 


_ 


„ 


To the great Onz in Tazze. 
Eternal praiſes be, 
Hence evermore! 
His ſov'reign-Majeſty. 
May we in glory ſee, 
to eternity 
Love and adore. © 


HYMN: LXXXI. 
ANY D does my Maker condeſcend 
To aſk a worm to be his friend 2 


Will Gop forgive a rebel wild, 
And make the hateful wretch his child | 


O height of 1 and depth of love 
Sure angels ma d above: 
Amaz d, that Gon wit with man ſhould an, 
A flave of * a child of hell !-- 


. a 0 take 


* 4. 
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O take this worthleſs heart, my Gop, 
And cleanſe it in the SAVIOUR cod; 
From earthly idols fet it free, 

And keep my breaſt intire for Thee, 


In holy Glence jet me wait, 1 ww) I 
A day watchman at thy gate, L 
And feel thy gracious ꝓreſence near, 

And all thy loving counſels hear. | 


Much heart acquaintance gare) e, H 
Till life,its: hourly ſands has mn; e {oi} g 
Then call me up to ſee thy fac, 

And ſing eternal ſongs of grace. 


HYMN LXXXII. * 


1e RD of the Sabbath, 8 we proves 
In concert with the bleſt,  - | 
Who joyful in harmonious. 15 
Employ an endleſs reſt 


Thus, Lon p; while we remember r Tes 
We bleſt and holy grow; 

By. hymns of praiſe we learn. to ba 
Trium phant here below. | 
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On chis glad day a brighter fene 
Of glory was diſplayd | 

By Gop, th eternal WorD, than when 
This univerſe was made. 


He riſes, who mankind has bought. 
With grief and pain extremem 
Twas great to fpeak the world from de 

Twas greater to cedeem i 
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To Gop the only wiſe, 

Our SAy10UR * our KinG,. 

Eet all the ſaints below the ſkies 
Their humble praiſes * 


'Tis his almighty. love, 

His counſel and his care, 
Which keep 

And ev'ry hurtful fnare. 


He wilt preſent his ſaints 
Unblemiſh'd and com 

Before the glory of his * 
With joys divinely great. 


' | Then all the choſen ſeed k 
Shall meet around the throne, 

Shall bleſs the conduct of his grace, 
And make his wonders known. 
To our redeeming Gop- 
Wiſdom and r belongs, 

Immortal crowns of majeſty, = 


And everlaſting . ; 


— 


HYMN - LXXXIV. 
RLS ISE, my ſoul, and ſtretch thy. wings, 


Thy better portion trace; 
Riſe mod tranſitory things, 


Tom! rds heav'n, thy native place: 


us ſafe from Gn and deaths, | 


. 

- 
- 
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Sun and moon and ſtars 
Time ſhall ſoon this earth remove; 

Riſe, my ſoul, and haſte away | 
To ſeats prepar'd above. 


Rivers to the ocean run, 1/1) aut T 
Nor ſtay in all their-courſe;z” 1 | | / 
Fire aſcending ſeeks the ſun; cf? 
Both ſpeed them to their ſource: 7744 
So a ſoul, that's born of Gop, 
Pants to view his glorious 885 ; | 
Upward tends to his abode, .. _ _, af 
To reſt in his embrace. | 


Ceaſe, ye pilgrims, ceaſe to mourn 
Preſs onward to the prize; 

Soon our SAVIOUR will return 
Triumphant in the Kies: 

Yet a ſeaſon, and you know, 
Happy entrance will be givin; 

All our forrows left below, 

And earth GY wy heav'n, 


"HYMN. LXXXV. 
BLEST be the Faruzs and his love, 


To whoſe celeſtial ſource we owe 7 p | 
Rivers of endleſs joys above, n 4 we 
And rills of comfort here below. ba. 114 4 


| Glory to Thee, great Son of Goo : üũ 
Forth from thy wounded body rolls 
A precious ſtream of vital blood, 
Pardon and life for dying ſouls, 
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We 
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We give the Hoy SIT praiſe, 
Who, in pur-hearts of ſin and woe, 
Makes living ſprings of grace ariſe, 
And into boundleſs glory flow. 


Thus Gow the FaTHER, Gop the Son, 
And Gop the Sixt, we adore; - - 
That Sea of life and love unknown, 
Without a bottom or-a ſhore?! 


HYMN LXXXVI 


Bom Jerovan's awful tbhrone, 
Ye nations, bow with ſacred joy 
Know that the Lok is Gop alone: 
He can create, and He deſtroy. | 


His ſov'reign pow'r, without our aid, 

Made us of clay, and form'd us men; - 2 
And when like wand' ring ſheep we ſtray d, 
He brought us to his fold again. 


We'll croud thy gates with thankful ſongs, 
High as the heav ns our voices raiſe; 
And earth with her ten thouſand tongues, 


1 Shall fill thy courts with ſounding praiſe, 


= Wide as the world is thy command? 

1 Voaſt as eternity thy love; 12-8113 bak 
| Firm as a rock thy truth ſhall ſtand, 

When rolling years ſhall ceaſe to move. 
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ON Shepherd alone, "if 
The Lorp let us'bleſs, | 
Who reigns on the throne F 


The Prince of our peace; 
Who evermore ſaves us 

By ſhedding his blood ! 
All fall, holy Jxsus, 
Our Lon and our Gop, 


We daily will fing 
Thy merits, thy praiſe, 
Thou merciful Spring 
Of pity and grace 

Thy kindneſs for ever 

o men we will tell, 

And ſay, Our dear Saviour 

Redeem'd us from hell. 


Preſerve us in love, 
While here we abide; 
Nor ever remove, 
Nor cover, nor hide 
Thy glorious ſalvation, 
Till joyful we ſee 
The beautiful viſion 
Compleated in Thee. 
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HYMN LXXXVIN. 


"THz Loxp of earth and ſky, 
The Gop of apes praiſe, 
Who reigns enthron'd on high, | 
Ancient of endlefs days; — 
Who lengthens out our trial here, 
And ſpares us yet another yeat. 


Barren and wither'd trees, 
We cumber'd long the ground; 
No fruit of holineſs Hi 
On our dead ſouls was found: 
Vet did He us in mercy ſpare 

Another and another year. 


When juſtice drew the ſword as 
To cut the fig-tree down, 4, 
The pity of our Loxp | 
Cry'd ' Let it ſtill alone” 

The FATHER mild inclin'd his ear, 

And ſpar'd us yet another year. | 


2 thy ſpeaking blood 

rom Gop obtain'd' the grace, 
Who therefore hath beſtow'd 
On us a longer ſpace: - 5 

Thou didſt on our behalf appear, 

And, 16! we ſee another year. 


Then dig about our root, 
Break up our fallow ground, 
And let our gracious fruit 
To thy great praiſe abound : 
O let us all thy praiſe declare, - 
And fruit unto perfeCtion bear. 
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HYMN LX XXX. 


HO can we adore, 
Or worthily praiſe, ew la} 
Thy goodneſs and pow'r, | 17 veT 
Thou Gop of all grace! hdd rr nt 
With honor and blefſing _ | 4 
Before Thee we fall, 4 | 4 
Moſt gladly confeſſing 0 
Thee FATHER of all. 


The heavens and earth, 
And water and air, 
To Thee owe their birth, 1 
Subſiſt by thy care: 19 
Whilſt angels are ſinging 
Thy praiſes above, 
We mortals are bringing 


Our tribute of love. 1 
aer 


Thaw Saviour, art ne * 3 .M< 
With Gop the Supreme, . . 


And equal with Him; 


Inveſted with glo 
On high doſt Thou fit, 
While angels adore Thee, W An Maur 
And bow at thy feet. 37 > :44 Sb 


How great was thy lobe? 
How wond'rous thy grace! "3+ 
Thou cam'ſt from above Ka 1 
To ſave a loſt race: | 

And, man to deliver, 
Of woman waſt born, 

That ev'ry believer ' 
To Gop might return. | 

* N T 2 How - 
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How ſoon will thy ſeat 
Of judgment appear! 
Prepare us to meets, | 
And welcome Thee there: 
Thy witneffing SP1R1IT 

In us ſhed abroad. 
And bid us inherit 

The kingdom of Goo. 


HYMN XC. 


T all the blood of beaſts 5 
8 On Jewiſh altars flain, 
ould give the guilty nay e 
Or waſh away the ſtain. 


But Cnxrsr, the heay'nly Laus, 
Takes all our ſins away: RE 

A ſacrifice of nobler name, | 
And richer blood than they.” £ 


My faith would lay its hand 

On that dear head of thine, 
While like a penitent I ſtand, . 

And there confeſs my ſin. 


My ſoul looks back to fee © 

The burdens Thou didit PL 
When hanging on th' accurſed tree, 

And ani her * was hare, | 


HYMN 8 


* * 
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HYMN Kei. 
O Thou in whom the Gentiles wust, 
Thou only holy, only juſt, 


O tune our ſouls to praiſe thy Name, 
JEs us, unchangeable, the ſame. 


Eſaias, once : thy g lory ſeen x, 

«© Woe me,” 42 4, « for I'm unclean : 1 
And how ſhall aufe duſt draw nig 
The great, the awful Derry! 


But, lo! deſcending from above, & #1 7 
The ſeraph burns with pard'ning love; 
Alive from th' Altar brings the coal, 

And makes the trembling ſinner whole. 


Glory to Thee, auſpicious Laus! 
Thou holy LozD, Thou great I AM! 

With all our pow'r thy grace we bleſs, 
Our joy, our peace, our righteouſneſs. 


Live, ever glorious Jesvs, live: 5 
Worthy all bleflings to receive; nan 
Worthy on high enthron'd to i, 


With ev'ry ee 1420 


* Iſaiah vi. complired with John xii. 4. 
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H AIL, Thou once deſpiſed IEsus! 
Hail, Thou Galilean King! - 

Who didit ſuffer to releaſe us, 

Who didſt free ſalvation bring 
Hail, Thou glorious Gon and Saviour, © 

Who haft borne our fin and ſhame 
By whoſe merits'we find favor; = 

Life is given thro' thy Name! 


Pafchal Lams, by Gop appointed. 
All our fins were on Thee laid; 

By almighty love appointed, 
Thou hatt full atonement made : 

Ev'ry fin may be forgiven © 
Thro' the virtue of thy blood... 

Open'd is the gate of heav' en, 

Peace is made twixt man and Gop. 


sus, hail! enthron'd in glory, 
hr for ever to abide La das pb 
All the heav'nly hoſts adore Thee, 
Seated at thy FATHER's fide:  _- 
There for ſinners Thou art pleading, N 
% Spare them yet another year; 
Thou for ſaints art interceding 
Till in glory they appear. 


Worſhip, honor, pow'r and bleſſinn, ö 
Cnunxls r is worthy to receive; | 
Loudeſt praiſes, without ceaſing, 
Meet it is for us to give. 
Help, ye bright angelic ſpirits, 
Bring your ſweeteſt, nobleſt lays ; 
Help to ſing our Jesv's merits, © 
Help to chaunt IMMAnvEL's praiſe. . 


* 


H T M N S. 


H'Y M N- {XC 


COME, let us all unite to praiſe 
The SAvIiouR of mankind; - 

Our thankful hearts, in ſolemn lays, 
Be with our voices join d. 


But how ſhall duſt his worth declare, | 
Which angels cannot ſcan ? 


The higheſt name, that's nam'd, is f. far 3 


Beneath the Son of Man! 


Yet, Lorp, we cannot ſilent be; 
By love we are conftrain'd ng 

To offer our beſt thanks to 1 

Our SAVIOUR and our Friend riend 


Should we, thro? fear or Mane, ine, 
The very ſtones wauld ing, 
And tell the univerſal reign 


Of our immortal King. 


Let ev ry tongue thy goodneſs new, { "9 

And pread abroad thy fame; | 

Let ev'ry heart with praiſe o'erflow, 
And bleſs thy wond'rous Name. 


Worſhip and honor, thanks and love, 
Be to our Jesvs giv'n, 0 
By men below—by hoſts above, 
By all in earth and heay'n, 


HYMN 


2 


* 
„ n 


D 
* ws x PR, 12 
arid 4 


oY 


mn 
IV 


. = 4 > —_— L 
ATR at vs eg, 


gore! 15 
* F on: " 1 
8 rr 


* 4 
Aa 4% 
3 
« mg ny 


L i = C&S a 


eee 


— —„— 


— * by \ * 
5 rr Vp „„ amet * l 
« 4 acl. N A wh ied » - * — „„ „„ 2 
> ah k 
- 8 e * 6 8 4 * — | 
— — __ _— - * * 


_— — — 
2 " 


212 HY MM N S. 


HYMN Xclv. 


E dies! the Friend of ſinners. dies! 
Lo! Salem's daughters — enz. 

A ſolemn darkneſs veils the ſkies! 

A ſudden trembling ſhakes the ground! 
Come, ſaints, and drop a tear or two, 
For Him who groan'd beneath your load; 
He ſhed a thouſand drops for you, 

A thouſand drops of precious blood ! 


Here's love and grief beyond degree; 

The Lok of _ dies for — 3 

But, lo! what ſudden joys we ſee! 
ESUS, the dead, revives again! 
he riſing Gop forlakes the tomb ; 

(The _ in vain forbids his riſe 5 

Angelic legions guard Him home, 

And ſhout Him welcome to the ſkies. 


Break off your tears, ye faints, and tell 
How high our great Deliv'rer reigns ; 

Sing how He rd the hoſts of hell, 

And led the monſter, Death, in chains ! 
Say, © Live for ever, wond' rous King! 
«© Born to redeem, and ſtron to ſave !” 
Then aſk the monſter, <* Where's th Ring? 


And where's thy victory, boaſting Grave?” 


HY MNS. 1 


HYMN XcV. 


H! lovely appearance of deatn, 
3 No fight upon earth is fo fair; 

Not all the gay pageants that breathe, 3 

Can with this dead body compare 

With ſolemn delight I ſurvey 

The corpſe when the ſpirit is fled, 

In love with the beautiful clay, 

And longing to he in its ſtead. * 2150 


How bleſt is our brother, bereft 
Of all that could burden his mind! 
How eaſy the ſoul that hath left 
This weariſome body behind! 
Of evil incapable thou, | 
Whoſe relics with envy I ſee; > 
No longer in miſery now, 

No longer a ſinner like me. 


This earth is affected no more 
With ſickneſs, or ſhaken with pain; 
The war in the members is o'er, ' | _ © 
And never ſhall vex them again: | 
No anger henceforward or ſhame 
Shall redden this innocent clay; 
Extinct is the animal flame, 

And paſſion is vaniſh'd away. 


This languiſhing head is at reſt, | 

Its thinking and aching are o'er : 

This quiet immoveable breaſt 

Is heav'd by affliction no more: 

This heart is no longer the ſeat f 1© 
Of trouble and torturing pain; rg 
It ceaſes to flutter and beat... 

It never ſhall flutter again. 
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Seal'd up in eternal repoſe, 


And evil they never ſhall fee, 


214 HY MN S. 


The lids he ſo ſeldom could cloſe, - 
By ſorrow forbidden to fleep, 


Have ftrangely forgorten-to weep : 

The fountains can yield no ſupplies, 
Theſe hollows:from- water are free; 

The tears are all wip'd from theſe eyes, - 


To mourn and to ſuffer is mine, 
While bound in a priſon I breathe, 
And ftill for deliverance pine, 
And preſs to the iſſues of death: 
What now with my tears I bedew, 

I wait the good time to become, 

My ſpirit created anew, - 

My fleſh be conſfign'd to the tomb. 


HYMN-.XxCVL-.. 


SU, thy blood and ri neſs 
My beauty are, and glorious dreſs; 


. Midſt flaming worlds, in theſe array'd, 
With joy ſhall I lift up my head. 


When from the duſt of death I riſe 
To claim my manſion in the ſkies, 


Een then ſhall this be all my plea, 
„ Jxsus has liv'd and dy'd for me.“ 


Bold ſhall I ſtand in that great day, 1 
For who ought to my charge ſhall lay? | 
Completely cloth'd by CHRIST alone, 
And all my filthy garments gone. 


This 


HT MNS. 


This ſpotleſs robe the ſame opts. 
When ruin'd nature ſinks in years; 
No age can change its glorious hue; 


The grace of CHRIST 1s ever new. 


O let the dead now hear thy voice, 8 
Now bid thy baniſh'd ones rejoice; _ 
Their beauty this, their glorious dreſs, | 


 J=svs, the LORD OUR RIGHTEOUSNESS. 


HY MN XCVn. 


B ETHREN, let us join to bleſs 
ESUS Cnxlsr, our joy and peace; 


Loet uk praiſe to Him be giv n, 


High at God's right hand in heav'n Ne 


Maſter, ſee, to Thee we bow, 
Thou art LoxD, and only Thous 
Thou the bleſſed virgin's ſeed, 
Glory of thy church and Head. 


Thee the angels ceaſeleſs ſing ; 

Thee we praiſe, our Prieſt, our King : : 
Worthy is thy Name of praiſe, 

Full cs glory, full of grace. 


Thou haſt the glad tidings brought 

Of ſalvation, by Thee wrought, 
Wrought for all thy church; and we 
Worſhip in their company. : 


We, thy little flock, adore 
Thee, the Lomp, for crermore'; | Fs 4 
Ever with us ſhew thy love, | 2 


a 


Till we join with thoſe above. | 1 
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HRIST, from whom all bleflings flow, 
Comforting thy ſaints below, , 
Hear us, who thy nature ſhare, 
Who thy. myſtic body are: 
oin us, in one Sp1RIT join; 
et us all receive of thine; 
Still for more on Thee we call, 


Thee, who filleſt all in all. 


Move, and actuate, and guide; 
Divers gifts to each divide; 
Plac'd according to thy will, 
Let us all gur works £161 & 
| Never from our office move; 
Helpful to each other prove; 
+ Uſe the grace on each beftow'd, 
. \Temper' by the bleſſed Gon. 


Many are we now, and one, 
= who Jesvs have put on: 110 
There is neither bond nor free, ＋ 
Male or female, Lorp, in Thee: "x7 
Love, like death, bath all deſtroy'd, 
Render'd all diſtinctions void; 
Names, and ſects, and parties fall, 
- Jesvs CHRIST is ALL in ALL. 


. 


| "HYMN" 


| O God, how endlefs is thy love! 
| Thy gifts are ev'ry ev'ning new; 
And morning mercies from above 
Gently diſtil, like early dew. 8 


HI MN S. 


Thou ſpread'ſt the curtain of the night, 
Great rdian of our ſleeping hours; 
Thy ſov'reign word reſtores the light, 
And quickens all our drowſy pow'rs. 


217 


LorD, may we yield to thy command, 

And conſecrate to Thee our days: 

Perpetual bleſſings from thine hand 
perpetual ſongs of praiſe. 


HYMN C. 


1 
24 


F. R, Sor, and HoLy GrosT, © 
NE in THREE, and THREE in O! p 

As by the celeſtial hoſt, BEA... 

Let thy will on earth be done: 1 

Praiſe by all to Thee be givin, 

Glorious LorD of earth and heav'n. 


If ſo poor a worm as [ Tl 

May to thy. great glory live, | 

All mine actions ſanQtify, 

All my thoughts and words receive: _- 8 
Claim me for thy ſervice claim | 


All I have, and all I am. 


Take my foul and body's pow'rs; 

Take my mem'ry, mind, and will; 

All my goods, and all mine hours, 

All I know, and all I feel; 

All 1 think, and ſpeak, and do: | 
Take my heart—but make it new. . 


92 


U FATHER, 


- 
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F aTHER, Sov; and Hory GnosrT, 
Ons in Türer, and THREE in ONnz! 
As by the celeſtial hoſt, 
Let thy will on earth be done: 

Praiſe by all to Thee be giv'n, 
Glorious Lok p of earth and heav'n. 


HYMN CL 
For CHRISTMAS-DAY, 


ARK! the herald angels ſing 
Glory to the new-born King ! 
Peace on earth, and mercy mild; 

E Gop and ſinners reconcil'd, 


F e all ye nations riſe, 


oin the triumphs of the ſkies ; 
With th” angelic hoſt proclaim, 
CHRIST is born in Bethlehem. 


CrrisT, by higheſt heav'n ador'd; 
nls, the everlaſting Loxy; 7 + 

Late in time behold Him come, 

Offspring of the virgin's womb ! 


Veil'd in fleſh the Godhead ſee ; 
Fail the incarnate Dz1Ty ! 
Pleas'd as man with men t appear; 
Jesus, our IMMANUEL, here, 


Hail the heav'n-born Prince of Peace! 
Hail the Sun of Righteouſneſs ! 

Light and life to all He brings, 

Ris'n with healing in his wings. 


e Mild - 


HFT MN S. 
Mild He lays his glory by, 


Born that men no more may die; 
Born to raiſe the ſons of earth, 
Born to give them ſecond birth, 


Come, Deſire of nations, come, 

Fix in us thy humble home; 5 
Riſe, the woman's conqu' ring Seed, 
Bruiſe in us the ſerpent's ak | 


Adam's likeneſs now efface, 
Stamp thine image in its place; 
Second Adam from above, 
Reinſtate us in thy love. 


HYMN CI. 
- ANOTHER. 


(COME, thou long- expected Jesus, 
A* Born to ſet thy people free; 125 

From our fears and ſins releaſe us; 

Let us find our reſt in Thee: 

Iſrael's ſtrength and conſolation, 
— Hope of all the earth Thou art, 

Dear Deſire of ev'ry nation, 

Joy of ev'ry faithful heart. 


Born thy people to deliver; 
Born a child, and yet a King; 
Born to reign in us for ever; 
Now thy gracious kingdom bring: 
By thine own Eternal Se1riT, 
Rule in all our hearts alone; 
By thine all-ſufficient merit, . e A 
Raiſe us to thy glorious throne. 


va HYMN 
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HYMN CL 


ANOTHER. 


JET up your heads in joyful hope, 


Salute the happy morn; | 
Each heavenly pow'r 
Proclaims the glad hour, 

Lo! Jzsvs, the Savious, is born. 


All glory be to Gop on high, 


To Him all praiſe is due; 
The promiſe is ſeal'd, 
The Saviour's reveal'd, 
And proves that the record is true, 


Let joy around like rivers flow, 
Flow on, and ſtill increaſe; 
Spread o'er the glad earth, 
At JEsus's birth; 
For heaven and earth are at peace. 


Now the good will of Heav'n is ſhewn 
Tow'rds Adam's helpleſs race: 
 Mess1AH is come 
To ranſom his own, 
To ſave them by infinite grace ! 


Then let us join the heav'ns above, 


Where ſaints and angels ing ; 
K all the glad pow'rs, 
or their LoxÞ and ours, 


Our Prophet, our Prieft, and our King. 


MM - K 4 MN 
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"HYMN Civ. 
For GOOD-FRIDAY. 


WH hath our report believed ? 
SHILOH come is not received, 


Not received by his own! 
Promis'd Bx anc from root of eſſe, 
David's Offspring, ſent to bleſs ye, 

Comes too meekly to be known 


Say, thou ang nation, 

What was thy fond expeQation ? 
Some fair ſoreadin lofty tree ? 

Let not worldly mey confound thee ; 

Mong the lowly plants around thee, 
Mark the loweſt—that is He! 


Like a tender plant- that's growing 
Where no waters, friendly flowing, 
No kind rains refreſh the ground ; 


Drooping, dying, we ſhall view Him; 


See no charm to draw us to Him; 
There no beauty will be found. 


Lo! Mess1an, unexpected ! 


Man of 9. deſpis'd, rejected! 
Wounds his form disfiguring: 
Marr'd his viſage more than any, 
For He bears the ſins of many, 
All our ſorrows carrying! 


No deceit his mouth had ſpoken ; ' 
Blameleſs, He no law had broken; 
Yet was number'd with the worſt ! 


221 


For, becauſe the LoD would grieve Him, | | 


We, who ſaw it, did believe Him 
For his own offences curſt. 


| Main. 
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But while Him our thoughts accuſed,' 
He for us alone was bruiſed, 

Stricken, ſmitten, for our guilt : 
With his ſtripes our wounds are cured, 
By his pains our peace affured, 


F 


Purchas'd with the blood He ſpilt. 


Love amazing! ſo to mind us; 

Shepherd come from heav'n to find us, 
Silly ſheep, all gone aſtray: 

Loſt, undone, by our tranſgreſſions ; 

Worſe than ſtripp'd of all poſſeſſions; 

| Debtors, without hope to pay. 


Fear our portion, flaves in ſpirit, 
He redeem'd us, by his merit, 
To a glorious liberty: ' 
Dearly firſt his goodneſs bought us ; 
Truth and love then ſweetly taught us : 
Truth and love have — us free. 


Bleſſed be the Gop who gave us, 

Freely gave his Sov to fave us; 
Bleſs'd the Sox who freely came: 

Honor, blefling, adoration, | 


Ever, from the whole creation, 
Be to Gop, and to the Lans. 


HYMN cv. 
ANOTHER. 


As done ! th' atoning work is done! 

1 TJEsvs the great REDEEMER dies! 
All nature feels th' important groan, 
Loud echoing thro' the earth and ſkies : 
The earth does to her center ſhake, 


And heaw'n as bell's deep gloom is black. 


The 
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The temple's vail is rent in twain, 
While Jzsus meekly bows his head; 
The rocks reſent his mortal pain, 

The yawning graves give up their dead: 
The bodies of the ſaints ariſe, 
Reviving as their Saviour dies. 


/ 


And ſhall not we his death partake, 

In ſympathetic anguiſh groan ? 

O SaAviou, let thy paſhon ſhake 

Our earth, and rend our hearts of ſtone : 
To ſecond life our ſouls reſtore, 

And wake us, that we fleep no more. 


HYMN CVI 
For EASTER-DAY. 
CCERIST the Loks is risn to day, 


Sons of men, and angels, ſay ; 
Raiſe your joys and triumphs high; 
Sing, ye heay'ns, and earth reply, 


Love's redeeming work is done; 
Fought the fight, the battle won: 
Lo! the Sun's eclipſe is o'er; 
Lo! He ſets in blood no more, 


Vain the ſtone, the watch, the ſeal, 
CHrIsT has burſt the gates of hell; 
Death in vain forbids his riſe, - 


CaR1sT hath open'd Paradiſe, 


Lives again our glorious King; 
Where, O death, is now thy ſting? 
Once He died our ſouls to fave ; 
Where thy victory, O grave? 


ay 


: 
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Soar we now where CHRIST has _ 
Following our exalted Head ; 

Made like Him, like Him we riſe; 
Ours the croſs, the grave, the Mies. 


What tho? once we periſh'd all, ” 
Partners of our parent's fall, 
Second life we all receive, 

In our heay'nly Adam live. 


Hail the Loxp of earth and heay' n! 
Praiſe to Thee by both be giv'n; | 
Thee we greet triumphant now; 
Hail ! the RESURERETIONS—1 HOU. 


HYMN CVI. 
ANOTHER. 


HE Sun of Righteouſneſs appears 
To ſet 2 blood — . 


The Light, who ſcatters all your fears : 
Your riſing Gop adore ! 


3 ſaints, when He reſign'd his breath, 
Unclos'd their fleeping eyes; 
He breaks again the bands of death, 
Again the dead ariſe. 


Alone the dreadful race He ran, 
Alone the wine-preſs trod ; 
He groans—He dies—behold the Man / 
lives—behold the Gop ! EO 


In vain the tone, the watch, the feat,” 
Forbid an early riſe 


To Him, who breaks the gates of hell, a 
And ow Paradiſe, _ 
| H v M N 
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HY MN cm. 
ASCENSION. 


AIL the day that ſees Him riſe, 
Raviſh'd from our wiſhful eyes! 

CHRIST awhile to mortals giv'n, 
Re-aſcends his native heav'n: 
There the holy triumph waits ; 
« Lift your heads, eternal gates; 
« Wide unfold the radiant ſcene, 
« Take the King of glory in!“ 


Him, tho” higheſt heav'n receives, 
Still He loves the earth He leaves 
Tho! returned to his throne, 

He can ne'er forget his own : 

Still for them He intercedes ; 

His all-atoning death He pleads ; 
Next Himſelf prepares their place, 
SAV4OUR of the ranfom'd race. 


Maſter, (may we ever ſay) 
Taken from our head to day, 

See, thy faithful ſervants ſee, - 

Ever gazing up to Thee: 5 
Grant, tho parted from our ſight, 
High above yon azure height, 
Grant our hearts may thither riſe, 
Following Thee beyond the ſkies. 


Ever upwards may we move, 
Wafted on the wings of love; 


Looking when our Lox Dp ſhall come, 


Longing, gaſping after home! 


There 


— . — es nt G 
—— r e fe 7 em = 
. * 


—— 


. „nne 4, pa n 
1 , * 1 1 * * 


1 unite SES er 


n AP 


\ = - = 1 he 1 

3 ee Ret > n * n 
n A a n 2 88 \ 
3 n 


x 5 
f , 
| hy 
'$ 


. 1 
1 
W 


226 HT MNS. 


There may we with Thee remain, 
Partners of thine endleſs reigu; 
There thy face unclouded ſee; | 
Find our heay'n of heay'ns in Thee. 


HYMN CIX. 
ANOTHER. 


OM Lorp is riſen from the dead, 
Our Ixsus is gone up on high; 
The pow'rs of hell are captive led, 
Dragg'd to the portals of the ſky, 


There his triumphant chariot waits, 
And angels chaunt the ſolemn lay; 

Lift up your heads, ye heav'nly gates; 
Ye n doors, give way. | 


Looſe all your bars of maſſy light, 
And wide unfold th* ether ial ſcene; 
He claims theſe manſions as his right 2 


Receive the King of glory in. 


4 Who is the King of glory, who?” 
The Lord, who all his foes o'ercame; 
The world, fin, death, and hell, o'erthrew; 
And Jesvs is the Conqu'ror's name. 


Lo! his triumphal chariot waits, 

And angels chaunt the ſolemn lay ; 
Lift up your heads, ye heav'nly gates ; 
Ye everlaſting doors, give way. 


« Who is the King of glory, who?“ 
The Loxp, of glorious pow'r poſſeſt; 
The King of ſaints, and angels too; 
Gop over all, for ever bleſt. 2 
n! HYMN 


HYMNS 


HYMN CX. 
WHITSUND AY. 


SU, we hang upon the word, 

The parting word we heard from Thee; 
Be mindful of thy promiſe, Lozrp, 
Thy promiſe made to all, and me; 
To all who thy commands purſue, 

. And dare believe that Gop is true. 


Thou ſaidſt, “ I will the FarRER pray, 

«© And He the ComForTER ſhall give; 
Shall give Him in your hearts to ſtay, 

© And never more his temples leave: 

«« Myſelf will to my orphans come, 

«© And make you mine eternal home,” 


Come then, Loxp, come! Thyſelf reveal, 
And let thy promiſe now take place; 
Be it according to thy will, | 
According to the word of grace: ow” 
Thy ſorrowful diſciples cheer, . 
And ſend us down the COMFORTER. 4 


This earneſt of our glory give, _ 
And ſo thy purchas'd people keep; 
And fo from day to day revive | 
Thy helpleſs, wand'ring, dying ſheep ; 

Till thou from duſt their bodies raiſe #4, .. 
To ſee thy face, and ſing thy praiſe. 13 | 
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HYMN. CXL 
ANOTHER, | 
| Extraftea from. the Ordination Service. 


(DOME, Hol v Gnosr, our ſouls inſpire, 
And lighten with celeſtial fire; 

Thou the anointing Spixrr art, 

Who doſt thy ſey'n-fold gifts impart :. 
Thy bleſſed union from above 

Is comfort, life, and fire of love: 
Enable with perpetual-light 

The dulneſs of our blinded fight ; 
Anoint and cheer our foiled face, 
With the abundance of thy grace: 

Keep far our foes, give peace at home; 
Where Thou art guide, no ill can come, 
Teach us to know the FATHER, Sox, 
And Thee, of both, to be but OxE; 
That thro' the ages all along, 

This, -this may be our endleſs ſong : 
Praiſe Gop, from whom all bleſſings flow; 
Praiſe Him all creatures here below ; 
Praiſe Him above, ye heav'nly hoſt : 
Praife FATHER, Son, and HoLy GrosrT, 


HYMN CXIL 


] 3GHT of thoſe whoſe dreary dwelling 
Borders on the ſhades of death, 
Life and Light, thyſelf revedling, 
O diſperſe the clouds beneath! 


The 


% 
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The new heav'n and earth's Creator, 
In our deepeſt darkneſs riſe ! 

Scatt'ring all the night of nature, 
Pouring eye-ſight on our eyes. 


Still we wait for thine appearing ; 
Life and joy thy beams impart, 
Chaſing all our fears, and cheering 
Ev'ry poor benighted heart: 
Come, and manifeſt the favor 
Gop hath for the ranſom'd race; 
Come, Thou gracious Gop and Saviour, 
Come and bring the golpel-grace. * 


Save us, in thy great compaſſion, 
O Thou mild pacific Prince; = 
Give the knowledge of ſalvation, HEL 
Give the pardon of our fins : 
By thine all-reſtoring merit, 
Ev'ry burden'd ſoul releaſe; = 
Ev'ry weary, and'ring ſpirit, . 
Guide into thy perfect peace. 


H'Y MN Cx . 


Jus. ſhew us thy ſalvation, 
Freſh baptize us into Thee: 
By thy myſtic incarnation, 
By thy pure nativity, 
Save us, Thou, our new Creator; 
Into all our ſouls impart 
"y divine and holy nature, 
orm Thyſelf within our heart. 


X — 
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By thy wond'rous croſs and paſſion, 
By thy ſuff rings on the tree, 
Save us from the mdignation, 
Due to all' mankind from Thee: 
Hanging, bleeding, panting, dying, 
Gaſping out thy lateſt breath; 
By thy precious death's applying 
Save us from etet᷑nal death. 


By thy riſing and aſcending, 

Live we here to heav'n reſtor'dz _ 
Ever at thy footſtool bending, 
Ever happy in our Loxp=: 

Keep us by thy interceſſion, 

Till we ſee thy face above, 
Where of life the full poſſeſſion 

Fills the ſoul with perfect love. 


HYMN CXW. 


A VAY, wy unbelieving fear! 

| Fear ſhall in me no more take place : 
My Saviour doth not yet appear, 

He hides the brightneſs of his face: 

But ſhall I therefore let Him go, 

And baſely to the tempter yield? 

No—in the ſtrength of Jes us—no, 
I never will give up my ſhield, 


Altho' the vine its fruit deny, 

Altho' the olive yield no oil; 
Ag ſig- tree droop and die, 
The field elude the tiller's toll; 


The 
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The empty ſtall no herd afford, 
And periſh all the bleating race; 

Yet will I triumph in the Lon p, 
The Gop of my ſalvation praiſes. 


Barren altho' my ſoul remain, 

And no one bud of grace appear: 
No fruit of all my toil and pain; 
But fin, and only fin is here: | 
Altho' my gifts and comforts loſt, 
My blooming hopes cut off I ſee ;. 
Yet will I in my SAvious truſt,, 
And glory that He died for me. 


In hope believing againſt hope, 
ESUs my Lokp and Gop | claim; _ 
ESUS, my ſtrength, ſhall lift me up 3; 
alvation is in JesU's Name: 
To me He ſoon ſhall bring it nig; 
My ſoul ſhall then outſtrip the wind; 
On wings of love mount up on high,. 


And leave the world and ſin behind. 


HYMN CXV. - 
H AT ſhall we render unto Thee, 


Thou glorious Lord of life and power? | 


Teach us to bow the humble knee, 
Teach us with thankfulneſs t' adore ;- 
To praiſe Thee as thy ſaints above, 

To praiſe Thee for thy wond'rous love. 


X.2 When 
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When like loſt ſheep we wander'd wide, 

' And left the watchful Shepherd's eye; 

When borne along th' impetuous tide 

Of this world's fin and vanity; 
Narr from the heav'ns came down, 
To fave us by his grace alone.. 


He bore our fins upon the tree, 

(To ſeek and fave the loſt He came) 
There was He bound to fet vs free 

From death and everlaſting ſhame + 

The captive flock from hell was freed, 


And ranſom'd when their Shepherd bled, 


Before the FaTHer's awful throne, 

Our merciful High Prieſt He ſtands, 

And interceding for his own, 

The purchas d remnant now demands; 
His people's everlaſting Friend, Siri © 

Who, loving—loves them to the end. 


May we, his baniſh'd ones, rejoĩce 
Him for our Loxp and Gop to own; 
To take Him as our only choice, 
And cleave in loye to Him alone: 

Be growing up in holineſs, _ ö 
Then meet Him in the cealms of peace. 


Then ſhall our grateful ſongs abound,. 
And ev'ry tear be wip'd awayz — Ty 
No fin, no ſorrow ſhall be found. 

No night o'ercloud the endleſs day. 
O praiſe Him! all beneath, above; 
O praiſe Him! praiſe the Gop of love! 


. 
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HYMN CXVL. 
HIS Gov. is the Gop we adore, ; / 
Our faithful unchangeable Friend: 


Whole love is as great as his powr, 
And neither knows meaſure nor end: 


'Tis Jesvs, the Firſt, and the Laſt; 

Whoſe Sp1R1T ſhall guide us ſafe home: 
We'll praiſe Him for all that is paſt, 

And truſt Him for all that's to come. 


H.Y. MN. CXVIL. 
Of: for a cloſer walk with Gop, 


A calm and heav'nly frame; — 
A light to ſhine upon the road, 
That leads me to the Lams.. 


Where is the bleſſedneſs I knew, 
When firſt J ſaw the Loxp? 3 

Where is the ſoul-refreſhing view - | 

Of Jxsus, and his word? 


What peaceful hours I once enjoy d! 
How ſweet their mem'ry till? 
But they have left an aching void, 
The world can never fill. 


Return, O Hol Dove, return, 
Sweet Meſſenger of reſt: 

I hate the fins that made Thee mourn, 
And drove Thee from my breaſt. 
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The deareſt idol I have known, 5 
Whate'er that idol be, 8 
Help me to tear it from thy throne, 
And worſhip only Thee. ä 


$0 ſhall mv walk be cloſe with Gop, 
Calm and ſerene my frame; | 

So purer light ſhall mark the road, 
That leads me to the Laws. 


 _HYMN CXVIIL 


O troubles aſſail, and dangers affright, 
Tho friends ſhould all fail, and foes all unite; 
Vet one thing ſecures us, whatever betide, 
The Seripture aſſures us, The LoR D will provide. 


The birds without barn or ſtorehouſe are fed; 
From them let us learn to truſt for our bread: 
His ſaints, what is fitting, ſhall ne'erbe deny'd, 
So long as it's written, The LoxDp will provide, 


We may, like the ſhips, by tempeſts be toſt 
On perilous deeps, but cannot be loſt: 
Tho' Satan enrages the wind and the tide, -- 
The premiſe engages the Lozp will provide. 
His call we o 


bey, like Abra'm of old, 
Not knowing our way, but faith makes us bold; 
For tho' we are ſtrangers, we have a good Guide, 
And truſt in all dangers, the Lox will provide. 


When Satan appears to ſtop up our path, 
And fill us with fears, we triumph in faith; 
He cannot take from us, tho” oft he has try d, 
This heartzcheering promiſe, The Loxp will 
provide. | 1. 
e 


ru NEW. 
He n we're weak, our hope is in vain; 
The good that we ſeek we neer ſhall obtain: 


But when ſuch ſuggeſtions our ſpirits have ply's, 


This IN all queſtions, The Loxp will pro- 
vide, VE 


No ſtrength oftour own, or goodneſs we claim; 

Yet ſince we have known the Sav1ovk'sgreat 
Name, Bras 

In this our ſtrong tower for ſafety we hide; 

The ig is our power, the LoRD will pro- 
vide. _ 


5 


, 4 — 


When life ſinks apace, and death is in view, 

This word of his grace ſhall comfort us thro': -Y 
No fearing or doubting with CHRIST on our : 
fide 58 * | 
We hope to die ſhouting, The Lox n-will gro- 

| vide, þ N | 


* 


HYMN Cxix. 
Ml has is a fruit that will not grow 


In nature's barren ſoil; 1 0 
All we can boaſt, tilt Cyr1sT we Know, - | 
Is vanity and toit. 


But where the Lon p has planted grace, 
And made his glories known, e __— 

There fruits of heav'nly joy and peace | | 
Are found, and there alone. | | 


A bleeding SAvIouR, ſeen by faith, ' ö 
A ſenſe of pard'ning love, X 

A hope that triumphs over death, ; 3 

Give joys like thoſe above. * Bo + \ 
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To take a glimpſe within the vail, * 
To know that Gop is mine, 
Are ſprings of joy that never fail, . 


* 


_ Unſpeakably divine! 


Theſe are the joys which ſatisfy. 

And ſanctify the mind 
Which makes the ſpirit mount on high, 
And leave the world behind. | 


No more, believers, . mourn your lot, 
But if you are the Lorv's, | 
Reſign to them that know Him not 
Such joys as earth affords. 


HY MN CX. 


GAVIOU R, ſhine, and cheer my ſoul, 
Bid my dying hopes revive; | 
Make my wounded ſpirit whole; . 
Far away the.tempter drive: 
- © Speak the, word and ſet me free, 

Loet me live alone to Thee. 


Shall I ſigh and pray in-vain? 
Wilt Thou ſtill retuſe to hear? 
Wilt Thou not return again? 

Muſt I yield to black deſpair ? 
Thon haſt taught my heart to pray, 
Canſt Thou turn thy face away ? 


Once I thought my-mountain ſtrong, . 
Firmly fixt, no more to move; 

Then thy grace was all my ſong, 
Then my foul was fill'd with love: 
Thoſe were happy golden days, 
Sweetly ſpent in prayer and praiſe, 


When 


nr „un wp 
When m riende have ſaid, Beware, 
«© Soon or late you find a change; 
I could ſee no cauſe for fear; 
Vain their caution ſeem'd and ſtrange +- 


Not a cloud obſcur'd my ſky; 
Could I think a'tempeſt nigh 2. 


Little tlien myſelf I knew; 
Little thought of Satan's pow'r :- 
Now I find. their words were true;, 


Now I feel the ſtormy hour. a 
Sin has put my joys to flight; aa, 
Sin has chang d my day to night, 1 


Satan aſks, and mocks my woe, 

«© Boafter, where is now your. Gop?“ 
Silence, LorD, this cruel foe, | 2 
Let him know I'm bought with bloods: _ 
Tell him, fince I know thy Name, 
Tho' I change, Thou art the ſame. 


HYMN CXXI. _ 
HERE is-a fountain fill'd with blood, 
Drawn from IMMANUEL's veins, ' N; 


And ſinners, plung'd beneath that flood,. -. 
Loſe all their guilty ſtains. 


The dying thief rejoic'd to ſee þ, 68 
That fountain in his day, 2 764 

And there have I, as vile as he, 

Waſh'd all my ſins away. 


Dear dying Lams, thy precious blood 

Shall never loſe its pow'r, , ' 1 
Till all the ranſom'd church of Go —_. 
Be ſav'd, to fin no more. 4 
4 * 7 * 


| 
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E'er ſince, * faith, I ſaw the ſtream 
Thy flowing wounds ſupply, | 

Redeeming love has been my theme, 
And thall be till I die. 


Then in a nobler, 8 ſong, 


I'll ſing thy pow'r to fave, 


When this poor liſping ſtamm'ring tongue 
Lies ſilent in the grave. 


oRD, I believe Thou haſt repar'd 
* (Unworthy tho' I be) 0 


For me a blood-bonthe free reward, | 
A golden barp for me! 


Tis ſtrung, and tun'd for endleſs years, | 
And form'd by pow'r divine, 


To ſound, in Gop the FaTHER's ears, 
No other Name but Tipe: 


HYMN cxxl. 


book of nature open lies, 

With much inſtruction ſtor' 

But till che Loxp anoints our N 
We cannot read a ne, - 


Philoſophers have por'd i in vain, 
And guels'd, from age to age 3 

E or reaſon's eye could 'ne'er attain: 
To underſtand a page. 


Tho! to each ſtar they give a name, 
Its fize and motions teach? | 
The truths which all the ſtars proclaim, . 
Their * cannot reach. 


With. 
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And weigh the ſubtle air, 


They cannot, Lorp, diſcover Thee, 


Tho' preſent ey'ry where, 


The knowledge of the ſaints excels 
The wiſdom of the ſchools ; 

To them his ſecrets Gop reveals, 
Tho? men account them fools. 


To them the ſun and ſtars on high, 
The flow'rs that paint the field, 

And all the artleſs birds that fly, 
Divine inſtruction yield. 


The ereatures on their ſenſes preſs, 
As witneſſes to prove 


Their SAaviou's pow'r and faithfulneſs, 


His providence and love. s 


Thus may we ſtudy nature's book, 
To make us wiſe indeed ! 

And pity thoſe who only look 

At what they cannot read. 


HYMN CXXIIL 


QEE the world for youth prepares, 
Harlot like, her gaudy ſnares ! 
Pleaſures round her ſeem to wait, 
But 'tis all a painted cheat. 


Raſh and unſuſpecting youth _ 
Thinks to find thee always ſmooth, 
Always kind, till better taught 

By experience dearly bought. 


 . 


With {kill to meaſutre earth and ſea, | 
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So the calm, but faithleſs ſea, | 
Lively emblem, world, of thee) _ 
empts the-ſhepherd from the ſhore 
Foreign regions to explore. 


While no wrinkled wave is ſeen, 
While the ſky remains ſerene, 
Fill'd with hopes, and golden ſchemes, 
Of a ſtorm he little dreams. 


» 
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But ere long the tempeſt raves ; 
Then he trembles at the waves; 
Wiſhes then he had been wiſe, 

But too late—he ſinks and dies. 


Hapleſs thus are they, vain world, 
Soon on rocks of ruin hurFd, _ 
Who admiripg thee, untry'd, 
Court thy pleaſure, wealth, or pride. 


Such a ſhipwreck had been mine, 
Had not IEsUS (NAME DivIxEI) 
Sav'd me with a mighty hand, 

And reſtor'd my ſoul to land. 


Now with gratitude I raiſe 
Ebenezers to his praiſe ; | 
Now my raſh purſuits are o'er ; 

I can truſt thee, world, no more. 


HYM N CXXIV. 


AH my happineſs below 
T Not to live without the croſs; 
But the Saviour's pow'r to know, 


| - 


| _  SanCtifying ey'ry loſs: 


Trials 


HYMN S. 
Trials muſt and will befal; 
But with humble faith to ſee, 
Love inſcrib'd upon them all ! 
This is happineſs to ſee. 


Go, in Iſrael, ſows the ſeeds 
Of affliction, pain, and toil ;_ | 
Theſe ſpring up, and choke the weeds, 
Which would elſe o'erſpread the ſoil; - 
Trials make the promiſe ſweet ; | 
Trials give new life to prayer; 
Trials bring me to his feet, 
Lay me low, and keep me there. 


Did I meet no trials here, 

No chaſtiſement by the way, 
Might 1 not with reaſon fear 

I ſhould prove a caſt-aways 
Baſtards may eſcape the rod, 

Sunk in earthly, vain delight; 

But the true-born child of Gop 
Muſt not ; would not, it he might, 


HYMN CXXV. 
Afſk'd the Loxp that 1 might grow 


In faith, in love, and ev'ry grace; 
Might more of his ſalvation know, 
And ſeek more earneſtly his face. 


"was He who taught me thus to pray, 
And He, I truſt, has anſwer'd prayer; 
But it has been in ſuch a wa , 
As almoſt droye me to deſpair, 


* 
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I hop'd that in ſome favor'd hour - 
At once He'd anſwer my requeſt: 
And by his love's conſtraining po-w-wr, 
Subdue my fins, and give me reſt. . wir 


nſtead of this, He made me feel! 

he hidden evils of my heart 
And let the angry pow'rs of hell 
Aſſault my ſoul in ev'ry part. 


Yea, more; with. his-own hand He ſeem'd 
Intent to aggravate Ry woe; | 
Croſs'd all the fair'deſigns I ſchem'd, 
Blaſted my gourds, and laid me low. 


Loxp, why is this? I trembling cry'd; 
Wilt Thou purſue thy worm to death? 
& *Tis in this way,” the Lorp reply'd, 
% anſwer prayer for grace and faith. 


6 Theſe inward trials T employ. 

& From ſelf and pride to ſet thee'free; 
& And break thy ſchemes of earthly joy, 
That thou may'ſt find thy all in Me.“ 


HYMN CXXVI. 
Ho bleſt thy creature is, O Gop, 0 
When with a ſingle y 


He views the luſtre of thy word, f x prota 
The day-ſpring from on hight 


Thro' all the ſtotms that veil the ſkies, 

And frown on earthly things, & 

The Sun of Righteouſneſs he eyes * 2 
With healing on his wings. i 


* 


Struck 


Struck by that light, the human heart, 
A barren ſoil no more, | 
. Sends the ſweet ſmell of grace abroad, 
Where ſerpents luxk'd before. 


The ſoul, a dreary province once 
Of Satan's dark domain, 

Feels a new. empire form'd within, 
And owns a heay'nly reign... 


The glorious orb, whoſe golden beams 
The fruitful year controul, 

Since firſt, * thy word, 
He ſtarted from the 2 1 


* 


Has cheer'd the nations with the joys 
His orient rays'impart © - + - 

But, JEsus, 'tis thy light alone 
Can.ſhine upon the heart. 0-3 


HYMN CXXVIL © 


1 R D, my ſoul with pleaſure ſprings, - 
har”: Name I hear; 

And when Gop the Spir1T brings 
The word of promiſe near: 

Beauties too, in holineſs, 037 x] 

Still delighted I perceive; © + 

Nor have words that-can exprefs - 3 
The joys thy precepts give. 1 | 


Cloth'd in ſanity and grace, ** 1 
How ſweet it is to ſee | | 
Thoſe who love Thee, as they paſs, . ' 
Or when they wait on Thee: 


4 
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Pleaſant too, to ſit and tell 

What we owe to Love divine, 

Till our grateful boſoms ſwell, 
And eyes begin to ſhine, 8 


Theſe the comforts I poſſeſs, 
Which Gop ſhall ſtill inereaſe ; 
All his ways are pleaſantneſs, 

And all his paths are peace. 
Nothing IEsus did or ſpoke, 
Henceforth ſet me ever flight; 
For 1 love his eaſy yoke, | 

And find his burden light. 


HYMN, CXXVIt. 
HAN. ſov'reign Love] that firſt began 


The ſcheme to reſcue fallen man: 
Hail matchleſs, free, eternal grace, 


That gave my foul an hiding- place. 


71 the Gop who rules the ſky, 
J tought with hand uplifted high 5 
Deſpis'd the mention of his grace; 
Too proud to feek an hiding-place. 


Enwrapt in thick Egyptian night, 
And fond of darkneſs more than light, 
Madly I ran the finful race, . 
Secure, without an hiding-place. 


But thus th' eternal council ran, 
% Almighty Love, arreſt that man:“ 
I felt the arrows of diſtreſs, 

And found 1 had no hiding-place. 


Indignant 
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Indignant Juſtice ſtood in view: 
To Sinai's fiery mount I flew/3-++ 
= uſtice cry'd, with 2 


is mountain is no hiding 


Ere long an beay'oly; voice T heard. 
And Mercy's angel-form appear'd ; 
She led me on, with placid grace, 
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To JEsus as my hiding-place. yo | | 


Should ſtorms of ſev'nfold thunder roll, 
And ſhake the globe from pole to pole, 
No flaming holt could daunt my face, 


For I Es us is my hiding- place. 


On Him almighty vengeance fell, 
That muſt have, ſu 

He bare it for the; choſen race,. 
And thus became their hiding-place. . 


A few more rolling ſuns, at moſt, - 


Will land me on fair Canaan's coaſt, 
Where I ſhall ſing the ſong of grace, 
And ſee my glorious bidingoplace. - © 
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HI MN CXXIX. 


YE dying ſons of men, 
Immers'd in ſiu and woe, 
The Goſpel's voice attend, 
While IEsus ſends to you: 
Ve periſhing and guilty, come, 
In IEsus' heart there yet is room. 


Y 3 


pk a world. ta hell; 


Nor = excuſes frame: 

He bids you come to day, 

Tho' poor, and blind, and lame + © 
All things are ready, ſinner, come, 
For ev'ry trembling ſoul there's room. 


Believe the beav'/nly word 

His meſſengers proclaim ; 

He is a gracious Loxrp,. 

And Faithful is his name : 
Backſliding ſouls, return and come, 
Caſt off deſpair, there yet is room. 


Compell'd by bleeding Love, 
Ye wand' ring ſheep, draw near; 
Cnxlsr calls you from above; 
His charming accents hear ! 

«© Let whoſoever will now come, 


«« In Mercy's breaſt there yet is room.” 


HY MN CXXX. 
. my SAVIOUR, in thy face 


he eſſence lives of ev'ry grace; 
All things beſide which charm the ſight, 
Are ſhadows, tipt with glow-worm light. 


Thy beauty, LorD, th' enraptur'd eye 
Which fully views it, firſt muſt die: 
Then let me die, thro death to know 
That joy I ſeek in vain below. 5 
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Fu, at thy command, 
launch into the — 
And leave my native land, 
Where ſin lulls all afleep: 
For Thee I fain would all | 
And fail to heav'n with I hee and thine. 


What tho” the feas-are broad, 

What tho' the waves are OF 

What. tho” tempeſtuous winds 

Diſtreſs me all along; 
Yet what-are ſeas, or ſtormy winds, 
Compar'd to CHRIST, the ſinner's Friend? 


Cnaisr is my Pilot wiſe; 
My compaſs.1s his word: 
ſoul each ſtorm defies, 
Whiile I have ſuch a Loxy? 
I truſt his faithfulneſs and pow'r- 
To fave me in the trying hour, 


Tho” rocks _ ickſands deep 
Throꝰ all my ge lie, | 
Yet Canine ſhall Tafely keep, 
And guide me with his eye: 
How can J fink with ſuch a prop, 
That bears the world: and all things up 7 


By faith L ſee the land, 

The hav'n of endleſs reſt :: iy 

My ſoul, thy wings expand, 

And fly, to Jesv* 's brealt ; 
O may 1 Sa the heav'nly ſhore, 
Where winds and ſeas diſtreſs no more. 


When» 


2 
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, Whene' er becalm'd I lie, 

And all my ſtorms ſublide, ©  ! 
Then to my ſuccour fl, 
And keep me near thy fide; 


- For more the treach'ros-calm [ dread | 


Than tempeſts burking FA my head, | 


Come, heav'nly Wikd, and blow 111 
A proſp'rbus gale of grace, 


To waft from all below . _ 

To heav'n, my. deſtin'd place; 
Then in full fail my port Vil nd, 
And leave the world and ſin behind. 
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Irsu let thy 1 eye onen 

Call back a wand'ring ſheep; 

Falſe to Thee, like Peter, 1 
Would fain like Peter Weep... 

Let me be by grace reſtor'd, 

On me be all long-ſufFring ſhown; 5 

Turn and look upon me, LoR p, 
And break my t of ſtone. 


; 


SAVIOUR, Prince W d above, 
Repentzuce to impart, | 
Give me, thro' thy dying love, 
The humble, contrite heart: 


Give me, what I've long implot'd, 1 


A portion of thy grief nnn | 
Turn and look, &c. * 
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See 
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See me, SAVIOUR, from above, 
Nor ſuffer me to die; 
Life, and happineſs, and love, 
Drop from thy gracious eye: 
Speak the reconciling. word, | 
And let thy mercy melt me down; 
Turn and look, &c, 


Look as when thy grace beheld 
The harlot in Aackreſs; 4 
Dry'd her tears, het pardon ſeal'd, 
nd bid her go in peace: 
Foul like her, and ſelf-abhor'd, 
I at thy feet for mercy groan; 
Turn and look, &e, 


Look as when condemn'd for them, 
Thou didft th — folfow'rs ſe:; 

4 Daughters of Jeruſalem, 

« Weep for yourſelves, not Me““ 

Am I by my Gos deplot'd, 

And ſhall I not myſelf bemoan® * 
Tarn and look, &c, | 


Look as when thy piteons eee 
Was clos'd, that we might: res E 
© F ATHER, (at the point to die, 
My SAaviouR ww forgive, 
Surely with that. dy | | 
He turns and — K cries . Tis bone 
O my dying, gracious Lord, 
This reaks my heart of ſtone. 
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P AISE the. Lots, who eien above, 
And keeps his courts below; - Lag 
Praiſe the holy Gop of love, os Bp 
And all his rey: 1694 ſhew :- | 


Praiſe Him for his noble deeds, 


7 


| * in whom we move Ae 


Praiſe Him for his matchleſs pow'r; 4 _ 
Him from whom all good proceeds... ; 
Let earth and heav'h . % 17 


Pobliſn, ſpread to all around, 
The great IMMANUEL'S NA: 1722 
Let the trumpet's martial ſound _. -.._ 
Him Lok of hoſts proclaim: 
Praiĩſe Him ev'ry tuneful * , 
All the reach hes eee 
All the pow'rs wr muſic brings, 3-625 
The mulic af the beort.. 7 
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So 
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creature ſingn 
Glory eir Maker give, 
An Ae to their King: 
Hallow'd be his Name beneath 1 
As in heav'n, on earth adord; 
Pvaiſe the Lon in ev'r breath : IF 
Let all _ prada te Lo 12 "AY 
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TIE Gop of Abram praiſe, 
1 Who reigns enthron'd above; 
Ancient of everlaſting days 4 
And Gop of loye. 1 1 1 ot 17 
1 FAM {3 1 14- $76 
By earth and heav'n confeſt t:: 
I bow and blefs the facred Nane 
For ever bleſt. eg 5 4. 43 
«A898 Of g erer 702 
The Gop of Abr am 3 | Uk 
At whoſe ſupreme command "ou s AT 
From eatth I xiſe, and ſeek 3 0. AMR. Y 
At his right hand. Bar 6 nere FH 


J all on earth forſakeee j 
Its wiſdom, fame, and — 1. na 

And Him my only portion a 
My ſhield and tow'r. al a543 sf? 
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The'Gop of Abr'am praiſe, 
Whoſe all- ſufficient grace (W157; ier mne 
Shall guide me all my happy __ 7 
In all his ways. 0 Nerd 
He calls a worm his friend? 1 um 1 
He calls Himfelf my Gop! ring 3 ogy 
And He ſhalbſave me to d n 149} 2M 
Thro' n bloods 1% 206 ee 220M 


He by Himſelf has EAT 

I on his oath depend, 

1 ſhall, on eagle's wings abe, 14 
To heavn aſcend: . 
I ſhall behold his face, Y 3 
+ 1 ſhall his pow'r adore, 
And ſing the wonders of his grace NN 

For evermore. N 
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* MS alone, 
| Of covenant- mercy 1 ſing; 
— fear, with thy righteouſneſs r | 
perſon and off ring to bring. 
The terrors of law and of Go 
With me can have nothing to do; 


Hide all my-tranſgreffions from view. 


The work which his goodneſs began, 

The arm of his ſtrength will en; 
His promiſe is yea and amen, 

And nev&. was forfeited yer. 
Things future, nor things that are now, 
Not 1 things below or above, 


Can make Him his purpoſe forego, 
-Or fever my ſoul from his love. 


My name from 2 
— will not eraſe; _ 

Impreſt on his heart it 
In marks of indelible grace 

Yes, I to the end ſhall endure, 
As ſure as the earneſt is giv'n = 


'. + More happy, but not more ſecure, - 
The glorify'd whe in heavy n. 


HY M N cxxxv1. | 
O Tor- our Lonp, | 


Name be ador'd 
For all = tick 
word, 


My Sxav1ous's obedience and blood 55 


bleſungs W chro thy 


In 
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In ſpirit we trace : 


Th wonders of 
And ully join in a concert w praiſe. 


The trumpet of Gop 
Is ſounding abroad 


The language of Mercy—Salyation thro? blood, 


Thrice happy are they - 
_ Who hear and obey, 
And ſhare in the bleſſings of this goſpel day. 


The people who know 
The SAVIOUR below, | 
With burning affection to worſhip Him glow. 


The people are bleſt 
Who lean on his breaſt; 
And have a rich foretaſte of his promis'd reſt; 


This blefling be mine 
Thro' favor divine; 
But, O my REDEEMER, the glory is thine. 


The work is of grace; 
Thine, thine be the praiſe! 


| And mine to adore Thee, and tell of thy ways, 


H Y MN CXXXVIL 


Bor SAVIOUR, faithful Friend, 


The joy of all thy croſs's train, 
In mercy to our aid deſcend, 
Or elſe we worſhip Thee in vain. 
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In vain we meet to ſing and pray, 

If CAHRISIT bis influence withhold z © 

Our hearts remain as cold as clay, 1 
Till we our Gop by faith behold. 


Then let us feel thy healing beams, 

And view thy reconciled face; | 
Yea, prove thy preſence in theſe means, 
To bleſs a vile and helpleſs race. 


Here manifeſt Thyſelf in peace; 

Thy faithful mercies now make known; 
Oh! breathe on us a gale of grace, 
And ſend the cheering bleſſing down. 


HY MN - CXXXVIIL 


Fre faſt, my tears, the cauſe is great; 
This tribute claims an injur'd Friend; 
One whom I long purſu'd with hate, 

And yet He lov'd me to the end: 

When Death his terrors round me ſpread, 
And aim'd his arrows at my head, 

Cunr1sT interpos'd, the wound He bore, 
And bade the monſter dare no more. - 


Faſt flow my tears, yet faſter flow, 

Stream copious as yon purple tide; 

"Twas I that dealt the deadly blow, 

I urg'd the hand that pierc'd his fide. 
Keen pangs and agonizing ſmart 

Oppreſs his ſoul, and rend his heart; 

Whilſt Juſtice, arm'd with pow'r divine, 
Pours on his head what's due to mine. 


Faſt 


HT MNS. 3 


Faſt and yet faſter flow my tears, 

Love 2 the heart, and drains the eyes; 5 
His viſage marr'd, tow'rds heav'n He rears, / 
And, pleading for his murd'rers, dies ! 

My grief nor meaſure knows, nor end, 

Till He appears, the ſinner's Friend, 

And gives me, in ſome happy hour, 

To feel the riſen SAvIOUR's ow r. 


H Y M N CXXXIX. 


Ak ye that paſs by, to Jesvs draw nigh; 
jab) 1 is it nothing — Ess ſhould die? 

Our ranſom and peace, our Surety He is: 

Come, ſee if there ever was ſorrow like his? 


For what you have done, his blood did atone ; 
The FATHER has puniſh'd for you his dear Son! 
Our ranſom and peace, &c. 


The Lox, in the day of his anger, ad lay 
Our fins on the Lams, and He bore them aways 
Our ranſom and peace, &c. 


He anſwet'd for all who come at his call, 
And low at his croſs with aſtoniſhment fall. 
Our ranſom and peace, &c. 


RT ck 
| agg heav'n the loud, th' angelic ſong be- 


| 1t ook the Kies, and reach'd aſtoniſh'd man: 
By man re- echo'd, it ſhall mount again; 
Whilſt fragrant odors fill the bliſsful plain. 


Z 2 Worthy 
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Worthy the Lams of boundleſs ſway, 
In earth or heav'n the Lorp of all: 
Ye-princes, rulers, pow'rs, obey, 
And low before his footſtool fall. 


The deed was done; the Lams was ſlain; 
The groaning earth the burden bore : f 
He roſe, He lives, He lives to reign, 

Nor time ſhall ſhake his endleſs pow'r. 


Riches, and all that decks the great, 
From worlds unnumber'd hither bring ; 
The tribute pour before his ſeat, ; 
And hail the triumphs of our King. 


Wiſdom and ſtrength are his alone; 
He rais'd the top ſtone, ſhouting, Grace 
Honor has rais'd his'lofty throne, 


And glory ſhines upon his face. 


From heav'n, from earth, loud burſts of praiſe 
The mighty bleflings ſhall proclaim ; - 28 
Bleſſings that earth to glory raiſe, 

The purchaſe of the wounded Lams. 


Higher, ftill higher, ſwell-the ſtrain; 
Creation's voice the note prolong : 
The LAM ſhall ever, ever reign; 
Let Hallelujahs crown the ſong. 


re 


| JN dreary waſtes, where horror dwells, 
Where Satan bolds his gloomy reign ; 
- And each returning day but tells 
The tale renew'd of grief and pain; 1 
| 7 7 e, 
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Me, gracious Loxp, thine eye beheld 

Wand'ring in labyrinths of woe 

Thy cheering ray the night diſpell'd, "0 
And gave thy ſaving truth to know. 2 | 


6 And is there hope?” amaz'd 1 ſaid; 

«© And is there mercy from my Goo? 

« Shall juſtice ſpare my guilty head, 

« And all be waſh'd away in Fo cls 4) 
« Shall CnRISsT Himſelt that blood ſupply, 
«© Atonement juſt, becauſe divine? 

Thy word affords the ſweet reply, 

Thy Sp1K1T tells me all is mine. 


How bleſt my ſtate ! how chang'd the fcene ! 

What wonders open to my view ! 

The deſart ſmiles in vernal green, | 

With flow'rs adorn'd of various hue: 

But chief the Lily and the Roſe 

(Of Carisr the fragrant emblems fair) 

Gop's ſaving myſtery diſcloſe, 5 
And breathe their ſweetneſs thro' the air. 


The raven's brooding voice no more, 
Or owlet's ſcreech offend the ear; 

Nor dragon's cry, nor lion's roar, 
Nor doleful creature-ſhall appear: 

But birds melodious ſtrain the throat, 
And turtles coo throughout the land; 
Whilſt man exalts the ſwelling note, 
The leader of the grateful band. 
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HYMN cxIII. 


OD of my ſalvation hear, 
And help me to believe ; 


Simply do I now draw near 


Thy blefling to receive: : 
Full of guilt, alas! I am, 
But to thy wounds for refuge flee 
Friend of ſinners, ſpotleſs Lans, 

Thy blood was ſhed for me. 


Nothing have I, Lorp, to pay, 


Nor can thy grace procure; 
Empty ſend me not away, 
or I, Thou know'ſt, am poor: 
Duſt and aſhes is my | 
My all is ſin and miſery ; 
| Friend of ſinners, &c. 


Without money, without price, 
I come thy. love to buy; 

From m felf I turn my eyes, 
The chief of ſinners I. 

Take, O take me as I am, 

And let me lofe myſelf in Thee ; 

Friend of ſinners, &c. 


HYMN CXLH. 


1 ev'ry trouble ſharp and ſtrong, 

| True faith to IEsus flies; 

Its anchor-hold is firm in Him 
When ſwelling billows riſe. 


o 
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His comforts bear our ſpirits up ;. 
Me truſt a faithful Gop + 
The ſure foundation of our hope 
Is in a Saviour's blood, 


Loud Hallelujahs ſing, each ſoul, 
To thy RepeemeR's Name; 


In 122 in ſorraw, life or death, 2 
His love is ſtill the ſame. | a 


H Y. MN. CXLIV. 


ITHER, ye poor, ye ſick, ye blind, 
A fin-diſorder'd. trembling throng; 
To you the Goſpel calls, to you. 34s 7 
Mess1AH's bleſfings all belong. | g 


Reaſon's and virtueꝰs boaſting ſons: 
Derive no bleſſing from this Tree: 
For ſinners only IEsUS dy'd; © 
Then ſure I hear He dy'd for me; 


*Twas with our griefs Mzss1an groan'd,. . 
”F was with our guilt his ſoul was try'd 3. 
Our puniſhment He took, He bore, 

And ſinners liv'd. when Jesus dy'd. . 


Awake each heart, ariſe each ſoul, 
And join the bliſsful choirs above; 
May nothing tune our future ſongs, 

But heay'nly wiſdom, heay'nly love ! 
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I there a thing that moves and breaks 

A heart as hard as ſtone, 

Or warms a heart as cold as ice ? 

"Tis Ixsus' blood alone. Us 
One drop of this can truly chear, - 
And heal the wounded foul: —_ 
What multitude of broken hearts 

This living ſtream makes whole ! 


Hark ! O my foul, what fing the choirs 
Around the glorious throne? * 

Hark ! the flain LA for evermore 
Sounds. in the ſweeteſt tone! 

The elders there caſt down their Crowns, 
And all, both night and day, 

Sin praiſe to Him who ſhed his blood, 

' waſh'd their guilt away. 


And this, while here, will we prochim 
Chearful in our degree, 

That thro' the blood of Gov's dear Laus 
Each ſoul may happy be. 

But Thou, O Lonp, make evry day 
Thy grace to us more ſweet, 

Till we behold thy wounded fide, 
And worſhip at thy feet. 


HYMN. CXLVI. 


me, 0 my SAvious, ſtand 
In ev'ry trying hour ; 
Guard me with thy outſtretch'd hand, 
> hold me by * pow'r: 
ö Mindful 
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Mindful of thy faithful word, 

Thine all-ſufficient grace beſtow ; 

Keep me, keep me, deareſt Lozwp, nt 
And never let me go. 153 SE 


Give me, LorD, an holy fear, 
And fix it in my heart, 

That 1 may from evil near 

With ſpeedy care depart : 

Still the timely help afford, 

And all thy loving-kindneſs ſhow ; 
Keep me, &c. | | 


Let me never leave thy breaſt— 
From Thee, my Saviour, ſtrayz _ 
Thou art my ſupport and reſt, h * 
My true and living way; 
My exceeding great reward 1 
In heav'n above, and earth below: AY 1 
Keep me, &c.. „ 


Never let me go, till I, 
 Upborne on wings of love, 

Gain the regions of the ſk y, 

And take my feat above: 
Thou haſt paſt thy precious word, 
That Thou wilt bring me ſafely thro”; 
Thou wilt, therefore, keep me, Loan, 

Nor ever let me go. 


HYMN CXLVIL 


O LorD, my beſt deſire fulfil, 

£ And help me to reſign 
Life, health, and comfort, to thy will, 
And make thy pleaſure mine. 7 


Why 


„„ HYMNS 


Why ſhould I ſhrink at thy command, 
| hoſe love forbids my Gan? 
Or tremble at the gracious hand: 

That wipes away my tears? 


No, let me rather freely yield: 
What moſt I prize, to Thee, 
4 Who never haſt a good withheld, 
Or wilt withhold from me. 


Thy favor, all my journey thro',. 
hou art engag'd to grant : 
What elſe I want, or think I do, 
"Tis better ſtill to want. | 


Wiſdom and mercy guide my way: 
Sball I refiſt them both? - 

A poor blind creature of a day, -- 
And cruſh'd before the moth... 


But, att? my inward'ſpirit cries, | 


Elſe the next cloud, that veils my ſkies, 
Drives all theſe thoughts away. 


_ HYMN cCxLvit. 


SUS, and ſhall it ever be, | 

A mortal man aſham'd of Thee ? 
Scorn'd be the thought by rich and poor ! 
O may I ſcorn it more and more! 


Aſham'd of Jesus? of that Friend 
On whom for heav'n my hopes depend! 
It muſt not be :—be this my ſhame, 
3 That 1 no more revere his Name. 

1 F | Aſham'd 


— 


HYMNS 
Aſham' of Ixsus? yes, I may, * 


When I've no crimes to waſh away; 
No tear to wipe, no joy to crave, . 
No fears to quell, or ſoul to fave. 


Till then, (nor is the boaſting vain) 

Till then, I boaft a Saviour flain: 
And O may this my portion be, 8 
That SAviouk—not aſham' d of me? 7 4 


_HYMN CXLIX. 
H does your face, 12 ſouls, ; 


' Thoſe mournful colours wear ? * 
What doubts are theſe that waſte your faith, 
And nouriſh your deſpair? 5 


— 


What tho? your num'rous ſins exceed 

The ſtars that fill the ſkies, g 

And aiming at th' eternal Throne, 
Like pointed mountains riſe? 


What tho' your mighty guilt beyond 
The wide creation ſwell, E 

And has its curſt foundations laid . 
Low as the deeps of hell? 


See, here an endleſs ocean flows 
Of never-failing grace! 2 

Behold a dying SAvIiouR's veins 
The ſacred flood increaſe! - 


It riſes high, and drowns the hill ; 
Has neither ſhore nor bound : 
Now, if we ſearch to find our fins, 

Our fins can ne'er be found! 


4 3 


* * 
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| There the dear fleſh of Jesvs lay, 


1 our "ati "al the wry 
That buries-all our faults; 

And pard'ning blood, that ſwells chovs 
5 R 5 
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HY do we mourn departing friends, 
Or ſhake at death's alarms ? 
Tis but the voice that Jesvs ſends 
To call them to his arms. 


Are we not tending upward too, 
wo, faſt as time can move? 
4 we wiſh the hours more flow 
hat keep us from our Love? 


Why ſhould we tremble to convey- 
heir bodies to the tomb ? 


_ 


And left a ſweet perfame, 


The graves of all his ſaints He pleſt, 
And ſoften'd ev ry bed: 8 

Where ſhould the ying members reſt 
But with their dying Head ? 


Thence He aroſe, aſcending high, 
And ſhew'd our feet the way: 
wall fly 


. Up to the Loks our fleſh 


At the * riſing- day. 
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